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‘*  . Prove me now herewith, saith the 
Lord of hosts, if I will not open you the 
windows of heaven, and pour you out a 
blessing that there shall not be room 
enough to receive it.”.—Malachi 3:10. 


“T will declare what he hath done for my 
soul.’ —Psalm 66 : 16. 


If the fire is to be kept burning in the 
heart, and the soul be aglow with love 
and joy, we must speak. In olden days 
“they that feared the Lord spake often 
one to another.” Every Christian ought 
to have some clear mark in his conduct 
of Christ’s handiwork. If we have found 
surpassing compensations in the furnace, 
in the den, in Patmos, and in prison, on 
the bed of sickness and in lonely want; 
if songs in the night excel in sweetness 
the singing of the day, let us tell out our 
experience. 


—F. W. AINLeEyY. 
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FOREWORD 


HERE are moments of meeting with the 

Saviour so holy that one cannot speak of 
them afterward, there is that which passes between 
the soul and its Maker and Possessor, that should 
not be translated into poor trivial speech—but 
there is also that which it were sin to withhold, 
beautiful, faithful answers to petitions, which can 
only serve to the strengthening of the faith of others. 
I have sought to set down herein some of these blessed 
answers to prayer that have come to my husband and 
myself in the course of our more than twenty-five 
years of united service for the Lord. I believe the 
incidents more purely personal will not be misunder- 
stood, being presented but to glorify Him who has 
bade us in “everything with prayer and supplications 
to let our requests be made known unto God.” May 
she who writes, as those who read, be stirred by this 
recital of His mercies to trust more fully and more 
completely, to commit unto Him all our ways. 


CHAPTER I. 


“IN THE BEGINNING . . . Gop.” 


HY not speak of that which befell at the very 

beginning of our joint history? Is it not sad 

that there should be so much reticence about 
His part in love and marriage among His saints, 
when in His Word our God has ever been so scrupu- 
lous in His leadings in these matters? So one would 
record to His praise how He answered prayer in 
regard to a young man seeking a Christian helpmeet. 
This young man, Ralph C. Norton, at the age of 32, 
with his university course and a short but successful 
business career behind him, faced his need, and did 
the only wise thing under the circumstances, spread 
his request before the Lord. He did more than this. 
In the Moody Bible Institute, in which he was then 
completing a two years course, there was a dear man 
of God, a fellow student, with whom Norton held 
daily seasons of prayer, so what more natural than 
that they should unite on this prayer that the right 
one, God’s own choice, might be given? Shortly 
before this time a young woman had entered the 


2 OpENED WInpDows OF HEAVEN 


Institute, her brain filled with rosy visions of heroic 
service for her Master, but her heart all inexperi- 
enced in the deeper things of God. But in His 
grace, His sovereign, long-suffering mercy, He saw 
what one day she might become under His transform- 
ing touch. So He planned an answer to Ralph 
Norton’s prayer out of unpromising material. 
Into the prayer hour in that room of the men’s 
building was creeping a sense of certainty that one 
name mentioned often in the prayers was God's 
choice. But that certainty was kept secret. The 
girl concerned knew nothing of what was going on 
beyond those closed doors. One day she watched 
his face during class hour; he looked tired and ill. 
Her heart went out to him, not in affection, but in 
sheer human pity. Out in the street, later in the 
day, she passed a florist’s shop and, still urged by her 
sense of pity, she stopped long enough to buy a bunch 
of violets. These she entrusted to a passing boy, 
having written name and address—Ralph C. Norton, 
Moody Institute—clearly on the attached card. 
There was nothing in writing or on the card to indi- 
cate the sender. But unhappily that prayer partner 
happened along the opposite side of the street in time 
to see the transfer of flowers made to a small boy. 
The next day the girl, to her intense confusion and 
annoyance, was thanked by the recipient. Another 
link in the chain was forged that day. The prayers 
continued to ascend from the upstairs room, and yet 
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the answer seemed not to be definite. There must 
be no precipitate running ahead of God in this 
important and far-reaching decision. On the part of 
the girl there was almost complete indifference. God 
had not her ear or heart as yet. Summer came, they 
both went different ways, she anticipating no return 
to the Bible Institute. But with autumn’s coming 
again she found herself among these familiar scenes. 
She had been led back. Something else as well had 
come to her, the consciousness that the one to whom 
she had planned to give her life could not be God’s 
choice and therefore not hers; short and sharp was 
the strife within her, but He conquered. 

The letter was written and the day came when 
the reply releasing her arrived. She had it in her 
hand that summer day when he, God’s choice, with 
his Lord’s answer assuredly ringing in his heart, took 
that hand in his and told her all. A light all heavenly 
seemed to shut them in to each other and away from 
all the world. Together, hand in hand, they were 
given to see a little way ahead along a shining, joyous 
pathway of service illuminated by His smile, with 
His loving greeting awaiting them at the end of the 
way, and together, joyous and unafraid, they set 


forth. 


CHAPTER II. 


Earty ADVENTURING IN FAITH. 


S my mind travels back over the more than 
JAS twenty-five years of our wedded life—a life 
of uninterrupted comradeship in the service 
of our Lord and Master—the one passage from the 
Word of God that seems to adequately describe the 
extent of the faithfulness of our covenant-keeping 
God is that of Joshua 21:45: “There failed not 
ought of any good thing which the Lord had spoken 
unto the house of Israel; all came to pass.” 
Beginning with the date of our marriage, April 
16, 1902, straight on through the twenty-five years 
that have intervened since then, His mercy and truth 
have led us in the way of His choosing. How well I 
recall those first two years of wedded life, and of 
joint service. We were poor in this world’s goods 
but rich in love and health and in joy in Christian 
service. It was a real test for my husband, after his 
university course, and a brief business career in which 
his income ran into the thousands yearly, to enter the 
Moody Bible Institute for two years and to emerge 
therefrom with his small savings exhausted and a new 
wife to care for. Right there our blessed adventur- 
ing in faith began. When we finished our first evan- 
gelistic campaign in a small Oklahoma city we found 
our offerings so small that we were actually out of 
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pocket thirty-five dollars, and had but fifty dollars in 
all the world to tide us over until the next autumn, 
we trusted, should bring us more evangelistic 
openings. We had an evangelistic singer aiding us, 
so we promptly allowed him to depart, I determining 
in future to furnish the music, vocal and instru- 
mental, needed for our mission. 

The next step was to find a spot in which to 
“hibernate” through the summer months—if such a 
paradox is permissible—for fifty dollars even twenty- 
five years ago could not possibly be made to stretch 
over four months, until the autumn of 1902. So 
ingloriously the budding evangelist and his young 
wife went home to live with mother until next fall’s 
engagements should materialize. It was not alto- 
gether easy for my husband, but the humbling 
experience was necessary for us both, and those 
summer months marked a little further progress on 
the long road of spiritual discipline which the loving 
Lord of our life knew was needful for richer future 
ministry. 

September of 1902 arrived, however, and no 
church had written asking for our services; we were 
unknown and, it seemed, unwanted. Our Lord 
wanted to introduce us into His school of prayer and 
those days we knew little of its discipline and its rich 
privileges, but our great need pushed us into it, and 
we began to wait upon the Lord for an open door 
with an ardor of desire and of importunity that we 
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had never before known. The days passed and still 
no answer came, but we believed we had been heard 
—and then one day the letter arrived. In Kansas 
there was a pastor who had heard of my husband’s 
meetings in Kansas City previously and who wished 
a meeting, so we departed joyfully, paying our 
travelling expenses out of the fifty dollars we had left 
over from spring, and which we had left intact. 

So one meeting linked on to another, and for two 
happy years we gave our time to small evangelistic 
campaigns, principally in the western states. One 
beautiful answer to prayer belongs to this epoch. It 
concerned an unsaved uncle of my husband—Uncle 
Ode, we always called him—a dear, upright, lovable 
man, but one who had steadily and persistently 
turned away from the personal acceptance of Christ 
as his Saviour. “How long have you been praying 
for Uncle Ode?” I asked my husband one day. “*For 
nineteen years,” he answered. I knew how faithful 
had been his prayers. I knew, too, how we had both 
sought to speak to him personally, and how kindly 
but definite had been the rebuff in each instance. 
“Well,” said I, who had so much to learn of patient 
waiting for the Lord in those days, “I think he is 
hopeless, and you might as well give up praying right 
now. I don’t believe he will ever change.” How 
well I remember my husband’s quiet response: ‘I 
will never stop praying until he or I have departed 
this life.” A few days later, from a faraway state, 
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came glorious news, “Uncle Ode is saved.” In a 
revival meeting in his little village this man, long 
past the age when religious emotions are easily 
kindled, felt the impelling touch of the Holy Spirit 
and was convicted and wonderfully converted and 
to-day is a fervent witness for Christ. ‘With God 
all things are possible.” 

The years 1904-1906 were spent in the beautiful 
city of Minneapolis, where for two years my husband 
was Religious Work Director of the Y.M.C.A. It 
was there that our little Margaret was given to us, 
and it was there, as is related elsewhere, that she 
winged her flight back to God who gave her. God 
was uprooting us again and meant to send us forth 
on our mission of evangelization—for us literally 
“no continuing city’—but can any save life-long 
wanderers like ourselves say with such depth of 
desire, ““we seek one to come!” 

For ten happy years of fellowship in the ministry 
of the Gospel we were privileged to work side by side 
with Dr. Chapman, and for eight years of the ten 
with our beloved friend, Charles M. Alexander. 
We were privileged to travel around the world 
twice, visiting every continent but that of South 
America, and my husband and I paying many a visit 
to out-of-the-way mission fields far off the beaten 
track. 

My husband was reminded one day that he was 
experiencing a very blessed answer to prayer, and 
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said to Mr. Alexander, who was by his side on the 
deck of the steamer: “Do you know it has always 
been my prayer that God would make me a foreign 
missionary and I thought my prayer was unanswered, 
but here I am en route for a foreign field.” “Yes,” 
quickly answered our dear friend, “and your ex- 
penses are all being paid.” There was yet a fuller 
realization of this prayer that awaited my husband— 
a few years later in our call to a life-time of service in 
Belgium—but we felt this a partial fulfilment. With 
the outbreak of the war in 1914, we felt the urge 
toward a Gospel work for soldiers, and were released 
for such an effort, by Dr. Chapman, through the 
winter months of 1914. The conviction grew that 
we should be quite free as long as the war should last 
to pursue this work of evangelization, so in the spring 
of 1915 we severed our long connection with our 
friends and returned to England in May of 1915 to 
work as God should direct us. 

We had two signal answers to prayer before 
quitting American shores. As we contemplated the 
new undertaking, my husband said, in view of the 
contributions that were coming in to our support: 
“We must have a treasurer, through whose hands all 
funds shall pass—a man known and respected by 
the Christian world.” As we prayed, he said, “I 
believe Charles Gallaudet Trumbull, editor of ‘The 
Sunday School Times,’ is the man.” We knew him 
very slightly, and had nothing to recommend our 
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project to his active sympathy. We journeyed to 
Philadelphia, and my husband put his request to Mr. 
Trumbull. “I am sorry,” came the courteous re 
joinder, “but I have promised the Lord not to take on 
anything more than I am now carrying.” But my 
husband was sure of His leading and bided his time. 
With two other friends they lunched together a day 
later. Again my husband put his request, and what 
was the surprise of Mr. Trumbull when the two 
other friends, in whose judgment he had great confi- 
dence, both said, “‘Charlie, we think you should do 
it.” So prayer number one was answered, and one 
of the greatest blessings of our lives was given to us 
in the personal friendship and close co-operation of 
these three men of God—Mr. Trumbull, who has 
ever since been treasurer, first of the war effort and 
later of the Belgian Geenel Mission; and of Mr. 
Philip E. Howard, secretary of the Mission Council 
and historian of the work; and Mr. J. Harvey 
Borton, president of our Council from the beginning. 

Prayer number two was also graciously answered. 
My husband, in going to interview some friends in a 
certain city, prayed that he might receive at least five 
dollars as a token for good. Prayer was answered 
and he received over one hundred in that very city. 
I, who felt keenly conscious that the gift of raising 
money was not mine, prayed that I too might have 
a share, and when a dear woman to whom I told 
the story of our projected work for the Allied 
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soldiers, gave me a check for five hundred dollars, I 
almost fainted from sheer joy, but recovered quickly 
and rushed off to send a telegram of rejoicing to my 
husband in another city. 

There were testing days ahead when we reached 
England. Americans were distrusted a bit those 
early months, because of spy possibilities, and we 
found an entree into avenues of opportunity very 
dificult. How we prayed those days, and how 
keenly we felt the possibility of disappointing the 
trusting friends who had lent us their names, their 
support, and their sympathy. 

We needed the humbling process that went on in 
our souls through those summer months of 19195. 
We needed the experience of the valley walk through 
“fire and through water” before the jubilation of the 
“wealthy place.” And as we prayed just to be used 
for His glory, He heard and sent us out into the 
streets of London to distribute Scriptures to the 
passing soldiers. If Christian organizations did not 
desire us, there were always the streets, thronged 
with men of all the allied nationalities. That was 
His answer—the sending of us forth to this lowly 
work—and in those streets we found the Belgian 
soldiers waiting for us, and with them came our life 
service, first in the great effort of evangelizing the 
Belgian army during the war, and with the closing of 
the war, the founding of the Belgian Gospel Mission. 

The chapters that follow are disconnected 
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episodes arranged chronologically, as they occurred in 
our twenty-five years of united service for our Lord 
and Master, as outlined in this preliminary and ex- 
planatory chapter. 


CHAPTER III. 
“For THosr tN PERIL ON THE SEA.” 


NE sings that very blithely at sea when the 

sky is clear overhead, the waves quiet be- 

neath, but during the dark days of submarine 
warfare at sea men begged you not to sing that par- 
ticular hymn; they did not want to be reminded of 
the dangers that ever lurked so near. But this is 
another story, or stories, of God’s deliverances in 
other waters—always the same God of deliverances, 
unto whom a “poor man” may cry, knowing he shall 
be delivered, not from a few, but from all his 
troubles. 

During the years from 1909 to 1913, actually 
one-fourth of the time was passed by my husband and 
myself in voyages at sea. I recall well my sensations 
as we embarked on the “S.S. Makura” in March of 
1909 for our very first sea voyage with our destina- 
tion Australia. She was a sturdy little boat, but to 
my eyes looked all too frail to carry us safely across 
such a mighty ocean. But the days passed placidly 
away, and as the boat slipped into tropical waters we 
were far too engrossed with the beauty of sky and sea 
to think of danger. Our veteran captain, a mariner 
of many years, had never lost a passenger, but beyond 
all human protection we had, at the very outset of 
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the long voyage across the Pacific, looked to the Lord 
for safety, and believed that He had heard and 
answered. 

One night as we glided across the southern seas, 
those seas as deeply blue as though made all of 
sapphire, and with never a wave rippling the surface, 
of a sudden we were all but thrown out of our berths 
by the shock of a sudden stopping of the engines. 
However, nothing more occurred, and we quickly 
sank again into slumber. The next morning we heard 
vague rumors, but nothing very definite until the 
next port of call, Suva. It was a shipping agent there 
who told the story to my husband. “You should 
have seen the old man,” he said, meaning Captain G. 
“T have never seen him so shaken—all of a tremble 
he was, and this days after.” And then he related 
what had actually occurred. The mariner guiding 
the movements of the boat by deft turnings of the 
wheel under his hand, became drowsy, or perhaps lost 
himself through the sheer quietness and beauty of 
the tropical night, and he allowed the boat to drift 
a little from her prescribed course. Suddenly some- 
thing arrested his attention and called him sharply 
back . . . a steady, insistent sound broke across 
the stillness of the night. It became a little clearer, a 
little more distinct, then he knew, even before the 
skipper from the bridge began to shout his orders. 
Quickly the word was despatched to the engine room 
and the engines stopped, not to start again until 
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morning made safe the resumption of the voyage. 
What was it, that ominous sound that broke on the 
ears of the mariner? Just the surf breaking against 
a half submerged coral reef—that was all, but the 
man knew, Captain G. knew, that those treacherous 
hidden needles of coral could have pierced the steel 
plates of our vessel, like needles through paper. Just 
in time the sound was heard, just in time the vessel 
stopped. But . . . was God ever too late? 
And was it not He who arrested the drowsy mariner, 
and held us all back from death? Yes, we know, and 
to Him is the praise. 

It was another night, but not a night of placid 
seas and quiet heavens overhead, a night of terror 
for us all, as we steamed across the great Australian 
bight. Blinding foam outside, wind-swept clouds 
blotting out the glorious “southern cross” from over- 
head, and mist and fog enveloping our Orient Line 
steamer as in a blanket. Terrified and ill, we had 
but one recourse, but what a refuge! “Did any ever 
put his trust in the Lord and be confounded?” So 
before Him we spread our need, our terror, our help- 
less case, and what did He do? Suddenly, out from 
the enshrouding mist straight ahead loomed a great 
shape—the huge sister ship of our own “Otranto” 
was bearing down straight upon us. Her approach 
could not have been seen through the fog and storm. 
There would be no possibility of escape by lifeboat 
when once the collision had taken place in such a sea. 
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There was nothing to do but wait, through seconds 
that seemed eternities, for what should come. And 
then—almost a miracle it seemed—the ship, which it 
appeared, would surely hit us squarely, turned just 
ever so little, and the great boat slipped by us, ship's 
officers telling us afterward that she almost grazed 
our side as she went past, so very close was she to us. 
“Under His wings abiding,” was there ever safety 
like that? 

One more story of the south seas. It was ona 
cruise which my husband and I were making of the 
south seas, the Fijis, Tonga and Samoan Islands, our 
objective being to study the missionary work carried 
on there, and to do a little to aid our dark-skinned 
brethren. It was our last day in Suva before the 
boat sailed on her return trip to New Zealand. Late 
in the afternoon our pastor host said to us, “The 
barometer is falling rapidly, and look at the sky. I 
am afraid it means a hurricane.” I have never seen 
such a sky—great masses of orange tinted clouds 
banked up against the horizon and rapidly mounting 
—the whole aspect of the heavens lurid and terrify- 
ing. We were in a quandary, my husband and I, 
whether to remain on shore and risk the boat’s de- 
parture without us, or whether to brave the elements 
and seek yet to attain the boat, which was anchored 
out some distance from the shore in Suva harbor, and 
must be reached by tender. We felt the latter the 
right course, and very definitely committed our way 
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into those hands whose owner bears the title, 
“Faithful and True,” and who has never yet failed a 
trusting soul. The wee tender was fearfully buffeted 
about before reaching the steamer and, at last along- 
side, it seemed almost impossible to mount the rope 
ladder swung out for us, so fiercely was the gale 
raging even then. It was prayer that did it. As I 
clung to that swaying ladder of rope, with the 
cyclonic gale lifting me at each step and beating me 
against the boat’s side, it seemed to me I must drop 
into the dark waters beneath, but His hand was over 
me, steadying me, and strong sailor hands outstretch- 
ing from above, grasped me and drew me into safety. 

The wind continued to mount and increase in 
intensity and for twenty-four hours the hurricane 
raged. We had two anchors out, but despite these 
the drift towards shore was steady. Lighter craft 
were sinking continually about us, roofs from native 
houses were flying through the air, but our God kept 
us in His own peace, and at last He spoke the word 
and the winds died down. The waves became quiet, 
our anchors were drawn up, and we steamed out of 
the treacherous harbor and into the open sea. 

“But you are not off the ‘Printzess Alice’-—that 
boat’s down and we have had a memorial service for 
the passengers” . . . anda time I had convincing 
the American dentist at Singapore that the ‘Print- 
zess Alice,” battered and scarred, was even then in 
dock, and all passengers, myself included, safe on 
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shore. I couldn’t blame that dentist for his incre- 
dulity. We wondered often during that terrible 
week of battling against the elements, how any boat 
could outlive and withstand such a tempest. ‘““The 
typhoon signals are displayed,” my husband had 
informed me, as we boarded our ship, the “Printzess 
Alice,” after its brief stop at Hong Kong. “I wonder 
if the captain will venture out to open sea?” But 
our doughty German skipper decided to venture out 
to sea, rather than to remain at Hong Kong harbor, 
to be battered against its shore and most likely lose 
his ship. So out we sailed in the teeth of the 
typhoon. It was a three days’ voyage to Singapore, 
and a mail boat had never before been delayed as we 
were. 

Evidently the captain’s purpose was to outride 
the typhoon, to keep on its outer edges, and ulti- 
mately to escape it, but his purposes came to naught. 

Before the morning had dawned, our second day 
out, we were caught in the very heart of the fear- 
some maelstrom of wind and wave. Sea and sky 
seemed merged into one awful seething mass. Every 
few minutes it seemed to us the boat would be turned 
squarely around in its course, the skipper seeking thus 
to keep us from being drawn too far from our course, 
with always the fear of those rocky shores of the 
Philippines, to be driven against which would mean 
certain and instant shipwreck. Rather he preferred 
to go round in a great circle, there in the centre of 
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that whirlwind of wind and wave. With German 
method, each weary day that passed, as we crawled 
rather than walked to the landing where was hung 
the chart that registered our course, we found 
recorded our progress—one tiny flag pinned on top 
of another, and this until three or four had thus 
been placed, marking the progress of so many days! 
Days! They seemed years long, as we moved around 
that weary circle, our brains and nerves distracted 
with the crash of tons of water descending on our 
upper decks, and the roaring of the wind that seemed 
almost demoniacal in its fury and deadly significance. 

We were not much surprised to find men lying 
upon settees and sprawling upon the deck, men 
stupefied with drink; they knew no other recourse, 
and it seemed as though the strain was more than 
flesh and blood could endure. It became so agon- 
izing, the intense heat accentuating the misery, that 
as I looked out into the mountainous waves, some 
way the thought of being engulfed by them became 
restful and comforting, and one came almost to long 
for death and release. But . . . ‘Oh, the need 
of a dying world. No, we must live a little longer, 
while there are souls needing salvation.” So it hap- 
pened one night when we felt that the boat, with its 
wireless apparatus swept away, and so badly broken 
and crippled, certainly could not hold out much 
longer, that my husband said to me, ““Edith, we must 
have special prayer for deliverance—we must now 
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claim victory and relief,” and, shaken from our be- 
numbed acquiescence with our apparently hopeless 
condition, we betook ourselves to earnest, importu- 
nate prayer. The next day the sun shone, the wind 
had become a gentle zephyr, and we entered Singa- 
pore harbor, four days overdue. “He is a God who 
knows how to deliver those who put their trust in 


Him.” 


CHAPTER IV. 
“Just HIMsEtr.”’ 


Y greatest answer to prayer, personally 
speaking comes chronologically just here, and 
must be recorded to His praise. It came just 
at the threshold of the opportunity that came to us 
to evangelize the Belgian soldiers and was, in fact, 
my preparation for that intensive service. My heart, 
so full of self, must be emptied that He might take 
the throne and from there be free to direct all my 
energies and affections into this new and difficult and 
testing ministry. I was not ready—how well He 
knew it, and how glad I am that I listened to His 
warning voice. He put into my heart such a longing 
for Himself, and then as I called He answered and 
showed me the way into rest from self, into complete 
abandonment unto Himself and to power for service. 
How long a time I lived the Christian life with- 
out discovering the secret of true joy and constant 
victory! But at last one day the beautiful secret 
was imparted to me, and life became a changed thing. 
And because of the wondrous change it brought to 
my own life, the desire grew strong within my heart 
to impart the glorious secret to someone else. 
But oh! how unworthy I felt, and feel increas- 
ingly. I, the poorest and most unworthy of all His 
children, to pose as a teacher of others? And then I 
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remembered that it has so often been His weak and 
unworthy ones that He has been pleased to make the 
object of His special grace, so revealing to others 
what He can do for the “‘chiefest of sinners.” 

Not that I considered myself the “‘chiefest of sin- 
ners, dear me, no. I felt myself to be a very satis- 
factory and commendable Christian indeed, and it has 
been only since I learned the “secret” that I have 
discovered myself to be at heart such a great sinner. 

But now for the “secret.” It is very simple, and 
when you hear it you will say, “But that is no 
‘secret..”” For the whole blessed experience that 
came to me was bound up in two words, “Just Him- 
self.” “Just Himself’—not His blessing, not His 
gift of power, nothing but “Just Himself.” 

And now I want to tell you -how I came to know 
the blessedness of “Just Himself.” But first I must 
go back a little. There came the time that, as a 
child, I knelt with other children, in a special service, 
and gave my heart to God. I do not know but what 
I belonged to Him before that time, but that was my 
first public acknowledgment of Him. 

There came a later time when, as a young girl, 
just on the threshold of young womanhood, I made 
a fuller surrender to Him, thinking that by so doing 
I would inherit a blessing which should guarantee 
me against all future sin. I seemed to feel a newness 
of life for a time and rejoiced in it, and held on to it 
desperately, but at last I slipped, and mistakenly said 
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to my own heart, “What you thought you had was 
a myth,” and my heart grew hard. 

Then followed several years of spiritual barren- 
ness and hardness of heart, during which time I 
found the world to be alluring, and gave myself to 
worldly ambitions and pleasures. But just as I 
crossed my twentieth year my Lord spoke to me un- 
mistakably, and very humbly I crept back to His feet. 
There were many friendships to be broken, many 
things of the world to be discarded, but one by one I 
was freed from the glittering entanglements of sin 
and ambition that had held me so long, and in Him I 
was free. Free, to give Him all my talents, all my 
time, all my life. But I had not learned the “secret” 
yet. 

So for many years I lived the Christian life, and 
wonderfully did my Lord teach me, and graciously 
did He deign to use me. But the “secret’” was not 
mine as yet. 

Then came a day, a wonderful day—it is engraven 
on my heart—a day when, as I looked out across the 
sea from the book I was reading, I said to my soul, 
“But this saint of whom you are reading knew his 
Lord in a personal, real way: that is not your ex- 
perience.’’ And to the voice that spoke to me, my 
heart made answer, “I wish I might know Him that 
way—and yet—.” For I was being honest with 
myself that day, and I knew, when the thought of 
Jesus came to me, and the possibility of a closer walk 
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with Him confronted me—I knew that some things 
in my life wouldn’t be pleasing to Him. Indeed, I 
couldn’t quite imagine Him entering into them with 
me, and the words flashed across my mind, brought 
by His Holy Spirit, “Can two walk together, except 
they be agreed?” 

And then the struggle commenced, because there 
is no use denying that there were some things that I 
loved better than the possibility of such a walk with 
Him. Oh, the shame of it. But I was being honest 
with myself. And such trivial, foolish things as they 
were, when compared with an incomparable privi- 
lege such as He was offering me. And at last, feel- 
ing battered by the conflict, but very victorious, | 
came to my Lord and held out the little trophy to 
Him, and I said from my heart, “Dear Lord, I want 
to walk with Thee, I want to abide in Thy presence, 
to be altogether Thine, and to love Thee wholly, and 
because I know Thou couldst not walk with me while 
I pursued this pleasure, I give it all to Thee to-day.” 
And then a wonderful thing occurred. He became 
suddenly very real, very precious. I shall always 
love that little town in Northern Wales with a 
peculiar love, for it was there I learned to walk with 
my Lord. 

I shall never forget the ecstasy of my heart, walk- 
ing its little sordid streets, as I talked with my Lord. 
Sometimes I felt I must put out my hand and touch 
His garments, He seemed so near. And, locking up 
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into His face, I would find myself saying, “But Thou, 
Thou art so blessed and so beautiful, and I never 
knew Thee like this before.” 

There had been years in my Christian life—I say 
it to my shame—when prayer and the reading of the 
Word had been but a part of the day’s routine. Not 
but that I should have hated to omit them, and should 
have greatly preferred foregoing my morning meal, 
but the fact remained they were not essential to my 
happiness, only to my sense of a duty performed. 

But when I let Jesus come to me to abide, then 
there came such a passion for His Word and for 
prayer, a passion which increases with the passing 
days. The very precious time in the morning when, 
for as long a time as may be, He speaks to me 
through His Word, and again in prayer while I hold 
myself in His Presence and say, “Speak, for Thy ser- 
vant heareth.” I can see the faults of my early con- 
ception of prayer. A hurried presentation of num- 
erous requests, a battling with wandering thoughts, 
an afterthought of praise, then a rising from the 
knees with a sense of duty performed. 

But oh! the glory, the preciousness of prayer, 
when it is only the continuation of your walk with 
Him, only as it were the withdrawing of yourselves, 
you two, from the crowded mart, where you can be 
alone, to really converse with freedom, to open your 
hearts each to the other. The wondrousness of 
being able to bring, one by one, your problems, your 
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temptations and, one by one, lay them out before 
your Lord, and wait in the silence with your heart 
open before Him, and your eyes upon His face, until 
He shall speak. And how wonderfully He speaks, 
sometimes through a word of Scripture which fastens 
itself upon your heart, sometimes by a word of coun- 
sel that comes almost as though audibly spoken. And 
best of all, just the sense of being in His presence, 
with nothing to distract. 

In the months that followed, I found many other 
things that I had considered as essential to my well- 
being and happiness, that suddenly lost all their 
earlier significance. With Him by my side, in the 
light of His fellowship, these trivial things disap- 
peared, one by one, from my life. Nor were they 
ever missed. My only wonder was that for so long I 
could have held them dear. 

And service! It had been true in the past that I 
had felt a certain virtue in serving my Master, a 
feeling as if I were laying by rewards, and were earn- 
ing a recompense—not very much, I fear, of the 
After all these things, ye are unprofitable servants” 
conviction of heart. 

But this feeling slipped away and in its place came 
a wonder that God could use such as I, as I came to 
know more and more my own heart in all its wretch- 
edness and helplessness apart from Himself. And 
there came the feeling of myself as being but a little 
child, helpless and weak and needy, but in Him all 
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the treasures of grace of which I stood in need. And 
oh! the wonder of seeing all the work as His, and of 
accepting from His hand His work for me each day, 
taking with it His grace to perform it as well as the 
physical strength I sorely needed. The blessedness 
of being His servant, of receiving my daily orders 
from Him, and of feeling I was truly doing the work 
He had appointed me, and in the strength that He 
alone can impart. 


And how true have I found it that “His love con- 
straineth me’’; that no longer is it a bit of drudgery 
to speak to souls about Himself; but it is such a privi- 
lege and joy, nay, more, there is such a constraint laid 
upon me that I must tell others about Him, and can- 
not be silent. And my heart which was formerly so 
hard in the presence of sin and the sinner, I now find 
yearning over the lost one. But how could it be 
otherwise, for it is not my loving the sinner, but my 
having abandoned myself to Christ: it is He in me 
loving the sinner. 


And now I think you are asking, “How about 
your personal victory over sin in your life?” I found 
that too, for it is part of the “secret.” It, too, is 
“Just Himself.” If you are abandoned, fully yielded 
to Jesus, if He has become dearer to you than all 
else, so that He and He alone fills heaven and earth 


for you, then you will find that you love Him better 
than sin. 
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I faced that early, the fact that Jesus could not 
walk with me if there were sin in my life. And how 
well I remember those early months, how as I would 
think of some pleasure given up for Him I would say 
to myself, “I could not enjoy that now if I wished,” 
and then as I would think of exchanging the walk 
with Him for that doubtful pleasure I would find 
myself shuddering at the thought. So it came to be 
with sin. 

When tempted to impatience or kindred sins, my 
first thought has been, “But it will grieve Him.” And 
then, knowing my own utter impotency, I have fairly 
cast myself upon His mercy and strength, imploring 
His aid, and never have I found Him to fail. 

And now I am going to make a confession be- 
cause I want you to profit by my lesson. The 
months glided away in this blessed fellowship and 
because of my love for Him it seemed to me it be- 
came increasingly easy for me to live the victorious 
life for love of Him, trusting implicitly in His 
strength. 

I think I had forgotten a little how weak my own 
heart was, apart from Him, and how mighty my 
adversary. And let me say just here that never have 
I known such temptations as I have since I learned 
the “secret.” It is the very sort of life that Satan 
hates and fears the most, and against which he hurls 
his fiercest darts. And so one day I found myself, 
before I was hardly aware, actually sinning. 


38 OpENED WINpDOowS OF HEAVEN 


It was not a very great sin, but it showed me, as 
nothing else could have done, how really dependent I 
was upon the Lord, and how dangerous it was for me 
to stray ever so little from His presence. 

So I just came back, very humbly and contritely, 
asking His forgiveness and saying, just as “Brother 
Lawrence” used to do, “I shall never do otherwise if 
I am left to myself.” And the lessons He taught me 
that day, of distrust of self, of the utter wretched- 
ness of my own heart apart from Himself, of my need 
of His presence “every passing hour’—nay, more, 
moment by moment—will never be effaced from my 
soul. 

To love Him better than anything that would 
deny you His fellowship and constant presence; to 
love Him better than any sin, so that you feel you 
would rather die than grieve Him ever so little: to 
yield every waking moment to Him, distrusting your- 
self absolutely; counting Him and finding in Him 
your all, that is the life to which He has called us. 

That is the great “secret” that will transform all 
life for every Christian, to find the beauty, the pre- 
ciousness, the victory-giving power there is in ‘Just 


Himself.” 


CHAPTER V. 


PERPLEXITIES AND PERILS. 


PALE, calm evening of late winter, the grey 

line of the horizon shading up through palest 

pink and gold to where a luminous star hung 
suspended over a great tree whose leafless branches 
seemed sheerest lace work against the clear back- 
ground of the sky. The beauty of it all spoke almost 
audibly to the woman who stood underneath that 
great tree; almost audibly it spoke, yet not quite 
loudly enough to drown the loneliness of heart that 
yearned for one voice which had been silent for so 
long. The beauty was very real, but impersonal. 
Then a wonderful thing occurred. Just above her 
head, from the topmost branch, a little voice began to 
sing: some wee bird, surely the first to return from 
his winter pilgrimage, started to pour forth the 
wealth of his heart of melody. In the surrounding 
stillness it seemed like the voice of an angel with a 
heavenly message of peace and divine comfort. And 
such it was to the one who listened, and she went on 
her lonely way comforted. Her Lord cared and was 
thinking of her, and had sent through a tiny, uncon- 
scious messenger the assurance of His love and un- 
failing sympathy. But that was but one experience 
of the tender care of God that I was to know in those 
days of 1916-17, when the exigencies of the rapidly 
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growing Gospel work amongst Belgian soldiers kept 
my husband for ten months away from my side, in 
America, while I stayed on in London directing and 
organizing the work there at headquarters. 

Surely Satan emptied his armory those days as he 
tried one weapon after another against that work 
which, beginning with a distribution of Scriptures to 
the Belgian soldiers thronging the streets of London 
those opening days of the war, was to spread in later 
years to Belgium, and from there, directly or in- 
directly, to touch many another country of Western 
Europe. 

He used the weapon of physical disability. Never 
have I staggered under a weight of such physical 
weakness as I bore those days. Physicians were un- 
able to diagnose the cause of my weakness, but I 
believe it was a direct attack of Satan, seeking in its 
very incipiency, to kill a work through its first 
workers. “But God.’ Yes, this would Satan have 
doney po). but) Gods Daycatterrcday eset 
went forth, His promise was my close companion. I 
could not have lived without it. “My grace is sufh- 
cient for thee, for my strength is made perfect in 
weakness.” Those days I rarely left my room with- 
out a “bijou” copy of the Psalms enclosed in the palm 
of my hand. Often at each street crossing I must 
stop to gather force and grace from those pages to 
continue on my way—just a phrase, a verse—and I 
could go on a bit further. Oh! there are those who 


PERPLEXITIES AND PERILS 41 


read what is here written who know, better than I, 
through experience, the blessed truth of what is here 
recorded to His praise. I claimed His grace suff 
cient in my weakness and He answered not once but 
a thousand times. He kept me in strength sufficient 
so that I was enabled to go on from day to day, from 
moment to moment, from year to year, without being 
wholly set aside even one day from bodily weakness. 
He kept me close to His feet for daily enabling. And 
in the lonely times, the anxious troubled moments, 
again He answered. The message of the bird’s song 
was only one incident out of many when He spoke 
peace to my harassed soul. Yes, He heard and 
answered also when I called to Him out of my lone- 
liness. 

Then there were the problems of the work, 
problems utterly new and untried in my experience, 
wholly limited in this field. My husband had not 
been away from me two months when I saw that, 
with the rapidly growing correspondence opening up 
with these Belgian soldiers, whose hunger of heart for 
the Gospel message was expressed by the hundreds of 
letters that were pouring in from the front, we must 
have an office and at least two stenographers. These 
offices must be centrally located, preferably near the 
station, where these soldiers were daily arriving, that 
they might the more easily find us for personal inter- 
views. I recall leaving my hotel one morning, the 
consciousness of this need pressing upon me, and 
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alongside the more crushing sense of utter helpless- 
ness to meet the situation. How glad I am that that 
day I did not turn to any of the good Christian 
friends whom I knew in London for help, but looked 
up alone. As I walked down the Strand, that busy, 
crowded thoroughfare, in the very heart of London, 
the street of all streets where such a location would 
be desirable, but improbable of finding—quite sud- 
denly I lifted my eyes and there on the corner of the 
Strand and Buckingham Street, on two third-floor 
windows, was a sign, “To Ler.’”’ Only a block away 
was Trafalgar Square and Charing Cross Station. I 
sought out the proprietor and in a short time all was 
arranged, and we were installed, myself and the two 
stenographers with whom the work began, they also 
being a direct answer to prayer. But the very pre- 
cious character of this answer to prayer did not 
wholly dawn on me at first. It was soon to be re- 
vealed. Our God knew that it would not be long 
before we should be crowded out of those two little 
offices at the top, and that still a second time we 
should need to expand, so He led us to the building 
where a few months later the more commodious 
ofhces underneath would be available, and when at 
a still later period we sought still larger offices with a 
connecting “foyer” for the Belgian soldiers, in that 
very same building, on the first floor, there was vacat- 
ed just the suite we needed, without the necessity of 
changing our address, now well known to the sol- 
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diers, and causing us little inconvenience in the 
installation. Surely His ways are admirable. Satan 
tried us sorely those days also, in regard to our own 
personal living quarters. Life was difficult enough 
as it was. The food rationing became more and 
more irksome, and the deprivation of fats from the 
daily menu robbed one of strength and energy for the 
daily tasks. The nightly threat of air raids took 
slumber from the eyelids, and sometimes existence 
would have been unbearable but for that unfailing 
grace. As more and more public buildings were 
needed for the official conduct of the war, it truly 
became a problem where to find a place to lay one’s 
head, and our troubles came to a climax in January 
of 1917. Fortunately it came while my husband was 
in America, so the burden could be borne alone. It > 
was bitterly cold that winter, penetrating and damp, 
and it was a peculiarly disagreeable day when the 
hotel management informed me that the next day the 
guests must all be out of the hotel, as it had been 
commandeered by the Air Board and must be vacated 
immediately. Again the sense of my utter helpless 
ness, again the quiet coming with complete assurance 
of one of His precious promises. The next day I 
moved into a very noisy hotel nearby. One night 
was sufficient. Then was brought to my attention a 
group of flat buildings nearby and, happily, a small 
flat was vacant. A veritable haven it was; surely 
now we were settled until the end of the war! But 
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now rumors began to be circulated, and soon crystal- 
lized into fact: “Such and such a military board is to 
take over this building at such a date for their 
offices.” This did seem hard, again to be set on the 
street, with lodgings steadily becoming rarer. But 
again the quiet claiming of His faithful promises and 
another flat suddenly released by its owner was found 
available, and we moved in. A very little time after 
that second change, the flat building we had been so 
loath to leave was bombed by the German air raiders. 
We went to see it next day. All the front of the 
building, down the four stories, was sliced off as by a 
huge knife, and as we turned away it was with a 
humble thankfulness of heart which could only exalt 
the One who, keeping watch over His own, had indi- 
cated His faithful promise not only to provide for 
temporal needs but in the hour of danger to keep us 
“from the terror by night.” 

There is still one other lovely answer to prayer 
that should be recorded, an incident that occurred 
at the time when the enemy air raids were at their 
height. We lived in London almost continuously 
from May 1915 until the close of the war, and our 
habitation was in the heart of London, near to the 
Embankment. We had been witnesses, from the 
roof of our hotel, of one of the earliest Zeppelin 
raids, and after the bombs had fallen, we watched 
the great, luminous, cigar-shape of the aerial monster 
swerve from the gun fire directed at it and speed 
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away back to the enemy base. Later on, we became 
more prudent, seeking shelter as soon as we heard 
the air-raid signals, for twenty minutes elapsed be- 
tween the giving of the signal and the arrival of the 
airships. I retired always with convenient garments 
laid on a chair at my bedside, and when we had 
removed to our Oxford Street flat, we had time to 
reach the Bond Street tube, and there, well under- 
ground, we would take such poor and inadequate 
rest as we might, until somewhere in the small, wee 
hours of the morning the signal “all clear” would 
be given. What weary nights those were, month on 
end. One feared to allow himself to relax and sink 
into sleep, and every unusual sound from the street 
brought one up with a nervous gasp of dread. Smail 
wonder that ever since those days, sleep has been a 
precarious thing with us. In the early years of the 
war, we had not even the comfort of the warning 
signals, as the coast defences as yet were not properly 
organized. I recall one night in our flat, near the 
Cleopatra’s Needle, on the Embankment, enduring 
such an unheralded air raid. We had retired, ex- 
cessively weary. Both of us were just dropping off 
to sleep, when in the distance, I heard ominous 
sounds. Rousing my husband, at my side, I said, 
“Ralph, it is an air raid.” “Oh no, I think not,” he 
replied, but his incredulity quickly changed to dread 
certainty. The planes were approaching very rapid- 
ly, and the bombs were dropping with greater fre- 
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quency and appalling force. Soon they were over- 
head. We suppose they were striving for the Hotel 
Cecil, where the air board had its headquarters, and 
this hotel was but a few steps away from our flat 
building. We had no time to seek even a lower 
level. Quickly my husband placed me in one corner 
of an inner doorway away from outside walls. There 
we waited, while the whole structure shook and 
quivered with each detonation. At last, it was over, 
and we crept shaking from our frail cover. Again 
He had preserved us in response to our anguished 
cry. But little wonder that the following day my 
shaken nerves made me fear even to walk down the 
Strand, fearful that something might fall upon me 
from the overhanging roofs. 

One night a gracious deliverance was wrought 
for us by the Lord. We were crossing St. James’ 
Park, returning from an evening walk. It was a 
perfect summer night—alas, too fine and clear; the 
very sort of night that we might expect a visitation 
from enemy aviators. The next day we were to 
depart for America and face again those formidable 
dangers of the deep. I felt I could not endure an 
air raid that night. Together we prayed that it 
might rain so that they could not come, those Ger- 
man raiders. What happened? Before we could 
reach home, storm clouds began to gather, the most 
unlikely thing that could have been presaged from 
the human standpoint, and soon a vigorous thunder- 
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storm broke over the city—a very effective means 
of keeping the raiders away, one that never failed. 
But for hours the artillery of the heavens kept up 
its mighty bombardment, until again, sleep became 
problematical. Again we prayed, and instantly the 
thunder peals stopped. It was wonderful! Perhaps 
someone who reads is skeptical. “God doesn’t alter 
the course of nature in answer to prayer,” he re- 
marks. Well, we remember Elijah, who closed the 
heavens and opened them again, and are comforted, 
for we have the temerity to believe that that night, 
He, the Lord of creation, did a similar thing for us, 
bringing the storm in answer to prayer, and making 
it suddenly to cease again in response to our prayer, 
and He did it that He might be glorified, and we do 
now thus glorify Him: truly, “I was brought low, 
and He helped me” (Psa. 116:6). “Blessed be the 
Lord because He hath heard the voice of my suppli- 
cations. The Lord is my strength and my shield; 
my heart trusted in Him, and I am helped; therefore 
my heart greatly rejoiceth: and with my song will I 
praise Him” (Psa. 28:6-7). 


CHAPTER VI. 


* Unto Tueir DesireD Haven.” 


H! the glorious milestones that mark the route 

of our walk with Him throughout the years 

of our spiritual pilgrimage! Those trysting 
times with the Lord when, in some new and wonder- 
ful way, He reveals Himself to one with a revelation 
as true, as miraculous as that which He accorded to 
His saints of old. How wonderful these revelations, 
sometimes as an answer to prayer, so clear-cut, so 
unmistakably of Himself, that the soul, awestruck by 
the manifestation of God, can only worship, and 
marvel, and adore. Other times this experience 
comes through the divine light the Spirit casts upon 
some well-known and dearly beloved passage of 
Scripture. John Bunyan had his trysting places of 
precious and sacred memory where the Saviour met 
him. He speaks of them lovingly, in exhortation, to 
others who might some day forget the way by which 
they have been led. “Have you never a hill Mizar 
to remember? Have you forgotten the close, the 
milk-house, the stable, the barn, and the like, where 
God did visit your souls? Remember also the word, 
the word, I say, upon which the Lord hath caused 
you to hope ” No, John Bunyan did not 
forget the loving kindnesses of his Lord, and those 
meetings with the Saviour were lights on his way to 
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God, his eternal home, lifting him to ever higher 
levels of communion until, as he witnesses: ‘Then 

it was difhcult for me to have taken my 
mind from heaven to earth.” 

I recall a dull day in London when, out of the 
surrounding obscurity, these words shone into my 
heart, “To be found in Him.” These words had not 
been present formerly in my mind until the moment 
when the Sovereign Spirit was pleased to reveal a 
little more of the Lord through His Word. I cannot 
tell to others what that simple sentence meant to me, 
only that it marked an epoch in my life—His voice 
had spoken. Another message leading to higher 
levels came when Andrew Murray was speaking to 
me of my privileges through his “Spirit of Christ.” 
Then burst upon my soul a vision of the meaning of 
the “intensive surrender” of which he spoke. The 
Spirit made me see it, feel it, forever realize its possi 
bilities and power, and all my being, body, soul and 
spirit, responded. 

Still another meeting with the Saviour, to which 
is dedicated this chapter, a meeting and a deliverance 
without parallel in my experience, for the instan- 
taneous and complete victory wrought. It was that 
year of the Great War, from midsummer to midsum- 
mer, 1916-1917, when horrors were at their height. 
Alone in London, carrying on with the aid of devoted 
helpers the work for Belgian soldiers, I awaited the 
return of my husband. My journal records my ex- 
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pectant hopes for his speedy return, doomed so often 
to disappointment . . . April 14. Day of Ralph's 
Sailing. April 21. Ralph sails from New York, D.V. 
Then at last—May 5. Ralph sailing—and at the side 
of the margin, “Answered prayer; peace, perfect 
peace.” Just a few weeks before the Germans had 
declared their “unrestricted submarine warfare.” 
Things at sea had been uncertain and terrible enough 
before, but now the papers began guardedly to tell 
the tale: “The Admiralty regrets to announce that 
during the week April 6-13, twenty ships went sent 
down,” etc., etc. Then came the “black week” of 
April 28-May 5, when sixty ships were sunk—and 
May 5 my husband set forth on his return voyage! 
It was in front of Charing Cross, on the Strand, that 
spring day that I realized that I had come to the end 
of human endurance. The long winter had been 
most taxing, and physical strength was at a low ebb 
as a result. No, it was impossible to support the 
anxiety and suspense of that seven days’ crossing. 
And just here He stepped in. “I never intended that 
you should bear it,” He spoke to me, ‘only that you 
should realize fully that you could not do so.” And 
He lifted my burden and took me and hid me away 
in that peaceful abode, “under His wings abiding,” 
into a peace, a calm, heavenly andwholly unchanging. 
One moment mind, brain, nerves were at breaking 
point, the next, peace had descended upon and en- 
folded me utterly, body and spirit. It was a miracle. 


ce 
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I knew my prayer had been heard, that my husband 
should return safely and that I should be kept in per- 
fect peace during his voyage. And His peace never 
left me for a moment during the trying days that fol- 
lowed. I could not even know the name of the ship 
upon which he was sailing, although he had been 
allowed to cable me the date of sailing and the name 
of the captain, thus: “Sailing May 5, Candy.” I 
knew by what line he was likely to travel so, going to 
the White Star offices I was told, after my credentials 
had been carefully investigated (they were keenly 
alive to the spy peril those days), that Captain 
Candy was the commander of such and such a boat. 
Grudgingly I was told that the port of arrival would 
be Liverpool, but the probable date and hour of 
arrival they would not disclose. I was counselled to 
be at Liverpool by such a date, there to keep in touch 
with the White Star head offices from day to day. 
Three full days were passed thus at Liverpool. I 
had arrived on Friday. My daily programme was 
ever the same, up by five o’clock, down to the steam- 
ship offices by six, disturbing the labors of the char- 
women, who must admit the early guest, and there 
awaiting word of my husband’s boat. Sunday 
morning passed thus; Monday morning, Monday 
evening, yet no word—but constantly His enfolding 
peace. Tuesday morning! This was later than 
these boats usually arrived, but the inward assurance 
that all was well never left me. Again my early pil- 
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grimage to the steamship offices, but this time there 
was the happy greeting: “S.S. Philadelphia docking 
at Canada docks at 8 o'clock,” and I arrived at the 
wharf just in time to see a grey boat, a veteran of the 
seas, bristling with six-inch guns, a boat that once 
more had outridden her unseen enemies, slip quietly 
into the docks, and there at the bow a grey-clad 
figure, one who had been waiting there many more 
hours than I had been waiting that morning of meet- 
ing. Listen to his story of God’s dealings with him 
in this two-fold deliverance which our Lord had 
wrought for his children. 


Picture to yourself a storm-tossed sea, overhung 
by mist and fog, and here and there, dotting the sur- 
face of the stormy waters, drifting lifeboats and bits 
of wreckage. Surely this would be enough to daunt 
the most courageous soul, as the §.S. Philadelphia 
crossed the danger zone on her way into Liverpool. 
But the one who was crossing, after his ten months’ 
service in America, had hidden away in his heart a 
“sure word of promise,” and the terrors of the deep, 
visible and invisible, could not approach near enough 
to the citadel of his soul to oust from possession that 
perfect abiding peace. All through his long stay in 
America he had been guided and directed by the 
Word of God and when at last he engaged passage on 
the S.S. Philadelphia for May 5th, he realized well 
that the “black week,” with 59 sunken boats, lay 
just behind him. As again he searched the Word for 


ce 
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light on the perilous voyage lying just ahead, there 
was given him an extraordinary message of comfort 
and reassurance in Exodus 10 : 26: ““Not a hoof shall 
be left behind.” It was not a mystical message to the 
searcher. He knew it meant for him safety and the 
sure arrival at his destination of himself and also, let 
it be confessed, of all the little gifts and souvenirs he 
had been collecting during the long months of separa- 
tion, for that loved one awaiting him in England. 

So as his lonely boat, without the friendly pro- 
tection of battleship or convoy, zigzagged its way 
past the south of Ireland, amidst drifting lifeboats and 
debris, his heart was serene and joyful. A new mes- 
sage was given him those last days in Psalm 107 : 30 
—it is underscored to-day in his Bible—‘So He 
bringeth them unto their desired haven.” 

Sunday morning he was awakened early by the 
Spirit, and he turned at once tothe Word. There in 
the midst of his consecutive daily Bible reading in 
second Samuel was provided for him this message 
from the Lord: II Sam. 8 : 14: “And the Lord pre- 
served David whithersoever he went.” And the one 
reading reflected that David also was in the midst of 
the perils and turmoils of war. His assurance was so 
complete that Sunday afternoon he sought out among 
the few passengers on board one or two to whom 
he had witnessed concerning their need of Christ, 
and told them of his assurance of deliverance. A 
brawny Welshman who listened, heaved a big sigh 
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of relief and remarked, ““That’s the best news I’ve 
heard to-day.” 

And so through fog when, despite the peril of 
submarines, the fog-horn must be constantly blown, 
when they lost the lighthouse signal and had to re- 
trace their course through perilous waters until it 
could be picked up again, and at last when they must 
lie all night at the mouth of the Mersey, with all 
lights exposed—there where just a few days before a 
submarine had sunk a boat containing fifteen or 
twenty pilots—in all these testings His peace was 
abiding and at last, safe on shore, two unworthy 
servants of the Lord Jesus, with hearts overflowing 
with love and grateful thanksgiving, could look up 
and say, “Praise His name for all His mercies.” 


CHAPTER VII. 
A Torrepo THat Missep Its Marx. 


" O weapon that is formed against thee shall 
prosper.” . . . What a wonderful mes- 
sage to be given to one who was soon to pass 

through a moment of peril—in which just such a 

promise alone could give tranquillity. I know of 

nothing more difficult of supporting than were those 
long days at sea when, during the Great War, the 
submarine campaign was at its height. Nothing, it 
seems to me, can be more formidable and terrible 
than the sea, when ‘““He commandeth and raiseth the 
stormy wind which lifteth up the waves thereof”; but 
even more terrifying was it to be travelling across the 
trackless wastes when, as ship’s officers told us, every 
other marine peril was ignored and disregarded in 
view of the one supreme danger. How often I have 
slipped out on deck through doors muffled and guard- 
ed so that no light could escape in its opening, and 
once on deck, found myself wrapped in inky black- 
ness, no light anywhere exposed on the vessel, no 
light from moon or stars, no phosphorescent light 
from the waves beneath—and we rushing forward at 
the rate of nineteen knots an hour. Such possible 
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contingencies as collisions with other boats, also 
travelling without lights, could not be considered in 
view of the necessity of our keeping concealed from 
enemy craft. 

During the day one felt uneasy in the cabin— 
always there was the desire to be on deck. Some 
way you felt it helped guard your own safety if you 
also watched alongside the official watchers and 
guardians of the boat’s safety. 

It was a perfect morning in early September, 
1917, when I found myself on deck. We were but 
eighteen hours out from Liverpool and we were all 
conscious that this day was perhaps the most perilous 
of the voyage. And yet it was easy between times 
to forget, the morning was so perfect, and the clear 
light of the sun made the sea fairly dazzling in its 
brilliancy. Each wave seemed tipped with crystal or 
crowned with a tiara of diamonds, only those crystal 
tips had a striking way of metamorphosing them- 
selves into submarine periscopes, as one regarded 
them intently, for such tricks did the imagination 
play those days. I had been on a tour of inspection of 
the deck. Being practically the only woman on board 
and one out of perhaps thirty passengers on the boat, 
there was plenty of room on the deck and few to 
share one’s vigil. Each lifeboat was slung over the 
ship’s sides, and in each a sailor, watching. In the 
crow’s nest were two more silent watchers. At last 
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I stopped very near to a group of gunners stationed 
by the three six-inch guns; they, relieved by another 
relay of gunners at intervals, would be on guard 
every moment for the first forty-eight hours. In the 
little time I stood there it had been possible to give 
them Gospels, and to speak a word for the Master. 
Oh! they were ready to listen those days, and some- 
times they would come to our cabin, seeking us out, 
to know of the way that leads to God, and we would 
have that greatest of all joys, that of speaking of Him 
who is the Way, of Him whose Blood has opened 
wide those gates which our sins closed so tight in our 
own faces. Yes! it wasa rare privilege that we had 
those days, when the fear of death drew many a man 
home to God. 

I suppose as I stood so close to those young gun- 
ners my thoughts must have quite wandered away 
from any thought of danger, for I know that as one 
of the young men whom I was regarding so intently 
suddenly leaped into the air in his agitation and 
shouted the warning, “torpedo to port,” my brain at 
first refused to receive the impression of what he was 
saying. But the cry was taken up in other quarters 
as other watchers sighted the deadly missile aimed so 
truly at our midships. The ship gave a great lurch 
as she swung about with her bow pointing straight at 
the oncoming torpedo, and the great guns began 
their fusilade against the unseen foe. I had but one 
thought as soon as my brain would again commence 
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to register impressions—it was of my husband quietly 
reading down in his cabin. He must be warned 
before a second torpedo should follow, which might 
reach its mark. Ah! but he knew that such a missile 
should never attain to its mark; he had been told in 
the morning watches that “‘no weapon that is formed 
against thee shall prosper,” and for him there could 
be no agitation. When He, our God, giveth peace, 
what can perturb? Afterwards he told me about it. 
Early in the morning he had been awakened in pre- 
paration for the danger that awaited, for our Lord 
saw that unseen enemy that waited beneath the 
waves of the sea for our boat to cross its hidden 
track. He opened his Bible and found looking up at 
him that lovely message of assurance—surely nothing 
in the Divine Word could have been more oppor- 
tune—*No weapon that is formed against thee shall 
prosper,” and my husband accepted it from the hand 
that gave it, and knew that it was a faithful word of 
promise. As he continued to think on the words, 
the voice of the Spirit came to him very expressly: 
“Turn over to Job 5 : 19, 20,” and there he read for 
confirmation, “In famine He shall redeem thee from 
death, and in war from the power of the sword...” 

He felt and knew that these assurances were not 
given him for naught, and he let the peace and com- 
fort they instilled sink deep into his heart and soul. 
Breakfast time came and afterwards as I went on 
deck he felt called to again return and pick up his 
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Bible. We had both been praying earnestly for 
safety at sea; there seemed so much involved. The 
Gospel work among the Belgian soldiers had made 
rapid headway, a thousand letters a week were arriv- 
ing at our London offices, and they were appealing 
incessantly for more, always more, Scriptures for 
distribution. From internment camps in Holland 
and Germany were also coming these fervent re- 
quests. So often they were accompanied by a heart 
cry: “For God’s sake tell me how I may have ease for 
my conscience in torments, for myself (it was an 
oficer who wrote), and also for my men.” “Tell 
us,” they used to write, “more about this new re- 
ligion. One says those who find it soon have no 
more fear of death, and no more suffer from the black 
depression that makes us dread to live almost more 
than to die.” Those were the things that made us 
feel that our lives must be spared for the meeting of 
that need; we must keep the Word of Life flowing 
forth into the trenches of death and into those prison 
and internment camps where existence was almost 
more painful than at the front. One story that has 
come back to us from one of those pitiable camps in 
Germany is too precious not to be shared. It was a 
Belgian civilian interned in that terrible place. He 
was an anarchist socialist. He hated God—for he 
had never known Him; he hated religion—for all he 
knew of religion was a hateful travesty. He hated 
the Bible for, while he knew nothing of it, yet he 
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dimly sensed that it had to do with religion. There 
in the prison camp he suffered, and cursed God. One 
day a comrade offered him a copy of the Scriptures, 
which had come from our offices in London. The 
man growled his refusal. Still later this man re- 
ceived from us, as thousands of others in those 
camps were receiving, a box of food, and contained in 
the box were also portions of Scripture. Again he 
saw these hated books and his wrath was so great 
that he promptly gave away all, food as well as books, 
and continued to starve body and soul alike. But 
one day—Oh! blessed processes of the operation of 
the Holy Spirit of God—he was moved, quite against 
his will, to take again and read one of these despised 
Scriptures and, reading, scales fell from his eyes, the 
deeps of his nature were broken up, and humbly and 
truly he received into his heart the Son of God, his 
Saviour. He became another man. We never knew 
of his change until one day, years afterwards, a col- 
porteur of another society found him in his home at 
Antwerp, and came back to us in Brussels, just to tell 
us the lovely story. 

Yes, those days we felt bold to lay hold of God 
for our bodily safety, and He comforted and assured 
us in many and precious ways. 

And so it was that when an agitated and tremb- 
ling wife burst into the cabin that September morn- 
ing and breathlessly cried, “Quick, Ralph, a torpedo 
has just missed us, we may be attacked again any 
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moment; oh! be quick, don’t wait!” he quietly smiled 
and, looking up from his Bible, tranquilly answered, 
“Listen, Edith. I was sent down to my cabin just a 
few moments ago, and bade again to read Job 5 : 19, 
20. Listen, dear, while I read it to you: “He shall 
deliver thee in six troubles; yea, in seven there shall 
no evil touch thee. In famine he shall redeem thee 
from death, and in war from the power of the 
sword.’ ” 

And so, encompassed, garrisoned by the peace 
that He was pleased to give through His Word, we 
faced the perils of the deep not once, but during 
seven crossings of the sea, during wartime, and His 
faithful Word was our guide and our stay, the cloud 
in the daytime and a pillar of fire by night. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
AT THE FRONT 


T WAS out on the Yser a winter night early 
in the war. A Belgian soldier was standing 
sentry duty. He was an unhappy boy who 

had lost all faith in God. He had foolishly and mis- 
takenly identified God with all the desolation and 
misery about him, insteadof realizing that sin was the 
true author, and so decided to disbelieve God. But 
naturally he carried about with him a breaking heart. 
If one has not God, one has nothing, and life speed- 
ily becomes unbearable. So, keeping watch along 
the Yser, the soldier miserably went over his reasons 
for denying faith in the existence of God. He came 
back always to this: “I cannot apprehend God by any 
of my senses. He does not manifest Himself to me, 
therefore He is not.” Poor boy, he was not willing 
to believe, therefore was closing his heart to the 
divinely inwrought faculty of faith. But as he stood 
there throughout the night watches, in the semi- 
stillness, suddenly he became conscious of an unseen 
Presence—there was someone near to him. 

In his range of vision he could see no one, yet he 
felt and knew that someone was there nearby. Long 
minutes passed and the certainty grew upon him—at 
last he could bear it no longer, and he turned his head 
ever so little. Yes, there was someone nearby, some- 
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one standing close behind him, standing sentry duty 
with him. It was his King, nobly and self-forgetfully 
sharing the danger and privations of his humblest 
soldier. No word was passed between them, but 
together they stood watch until the morning light 
broke in the east. During that vigil something hap- 
pened to the soldier. Faith was born in his soul. 
The consciousness of the presence of his King 
brought the certainty of the imminence of God, and 
the light broke in his erstwhile darkened heart. 

It was at a later date that, near that battlefield, I 
was standing with the Belgian Queen, Elizabeth. To 
her I recounted this story. There were tears in her 
eyes as I finished, and she replied, “I shall tell this to 
the King.” It was a fine story of answered prayer. 
Our very first visit to the front, and all the way on 
our subsequent visits, we were conscious of Divine 
interposition. It was as we were returning from our 
first visit to the front in the spring of 1916 that, as 
we passed the three detectives (French, Belgian and 
English), at the station at Dunkerque, the latter 
threw up his hands at the sight of us. “How does 
it happen,” he cried, “that you are able to spend two 
weeks on the Belgian front, when no other civilian 
gets more than a day?” He would not have under- 
stood had we answered, “Prayer,” but there could 
be no other answer. Yes, it was all divinely accorded 
just that, at that first and following visits, opportu- 
nity might be given us for the distribution of the 


64 OpEeNED WINbDows OF HEAVEN 


os 


Word of God in a large way to the men actually in 
the trenches, and that to the Queen herself we might 
be able to present a copy of the New Testament, 
which precious Book she assured us at a later date she 
“carried constantly with her and read in it often.” 

But how was that first visit, “one day’s sojourn 
on the Belgian front”—so our paper read—lengthen- 
ed into two weeks’ stay? 

In our civilian ignorance of all things military, 
when permission was first granted us to visit the 
Belgian front in the eary spring of 1916, we took it 
for granted, without closely examining our papers, 
that we could remain as long as we wished at the 
front. Scores of letters were sent off to soldier cor- 
respondents in the trenches, telling them that we 
should be at the town of , just back of the lines, 
during two weeks’ time, and would they apply to 
their superior officer for a short leave of absence to 
visit us there, that we might pass a little time together 
in Christian communion and prayer. But great was 
our consternation and sorrow upon actually arriving 
at , so close to the lines, when the officer who 
examined our papers told us that we had only one day 
to remain. This was indeed a blow. Together we 
shut ourselves up in our bleak hotel room, and there 
spread our requests before the Lord. There were 
four requests we presented to Him, and they may 
seem fantastic and unreasonable, but we felt divinely 
led to offer them, and the result proved that they 
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were indeed divinely ordered. First, of course, we 
desired a lengthening of our stay; secondly, we wished 
‘an interview with the Belgian Queen; thirdly, we 
desired to see a special soldier, Peter v K., who had 
been greatly used as a colporteur of the Word of 
God; and lastly, we desired to visit personally the 
first line trenches, the last a permission very difficult 
of attainment. As we prayed, another officer called 
to see us at the hotel, a man to whom we had a 
letter of introduction. When we presented our four 
requests to him, he laughed in our faces. “Impos- 
sible of realization,’ he assured us. However, he 
volunteered to write a personal note to the Queen on 
our behalf, and before the day’s close there was also 
secured for us a prolongation of one day on our 
“permission de sejour.” We thanked God for this 
beginning, and continued to pray earnestly that if it 
were His will all four requests might be granted. 
However, the second day drew toa close. We were 
mystified that the answer was delayed. The mili- 
tary automobile that was to convey us back to Calais 
was to call for us at 6.30, so we packed all our be- 
longings, donned our travelling clothes, and waited 
for the car, I must confess, a little puzzled and trou- 
bled. But at the last moment the divine interposition 
arrived. Shortly before six o’clock there came a rap 
at our hotel door and it opened to disclose a major- 
in-waiting to the Queen, who had been sent to sum’ 
mon us at once into her presence. As we set out 
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on the short trip to the royal villa in the Dunes, our 
hearts beat high with joy, not for the prospect of 
meeting with a noble Queen, but to think that one of 
our petitions was thus so gloriously answered. It 
was an unforgettable experience, that first interview 
with Belgium’s Queen. It was during that twenty 
minutes’ conversation that my husband was able to 
present Her Majesty with the khaki-covered French 
New Testament, which later on was replaced by 
another, royally bound in purple and gold, and during 
the same interview came the response to the second 
prayer offered so short a time before. 

We suggested to the Queen our desire to remain 
longer at the front, explaining to her our reasons, to 
meet with many a boy who would come several 
hours’ march for a little time of spiritual refreshment. 
She seemed moved as we expressed thus simply our 
reasons for a “prolongation de sejour.” “I will see 
what I can do for you,” she said to us. “Do not 
leave your hotel to-night until you hear from me.” 
So back again we went to our military quarters in 
the dunes in the Queen’s own car, and a little later 
came word from headquarters that we were accorded 
another ten days’ stay (we had asked for an addi- 
tional week), and prayer number two was thus bles- 
sedly accorded. 

There remanied yet the third and fourth request 
unanswered, but our God had heard and had not 
forgotten; but our faith needed a time of testing. It 
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so befell that our ten days expired and the two prayer 
requests had not been answered. We had not seen 
Peter, although scores of other boys had come to visit 
us, some coming as far as fifty kilometres to pass a 
couple of hours with us; and the coveted visit to the 
trenches had not been ours. So we left the front and 
went on to Paris. During our stay in that city, the 
assurance was given again that those two prayers 
should yet be answered. There seemed no chance 
of another visit to the front. The minister of war, 
to whom application was made, flatly refused. We 
had just returned from one visit; why should we be 
accorded another? But prayer prevailed, and the 
Belgian Minister of State who had secured our first 
visit, made possible a second one, and during the 
second visit of two days, a few weeks later, both of 
the second prayers were answered. Oh! how full of 
rejoicing were our hearts, not to see Peter, not to 
visit the first line trenches, but to have been entrusted 
with four petitions according to His will, and then 
to see in such a wonderful way the divinely miracu- 
lous answering of them. How proud and confident 
should we be, the children of such a Father! 

Many deliverances were accorded to us at this 
time in response to our earnest, united prayers. For 
example, at the outset of our work of Scripture dis- 
tribution to the Belgian soldiers, we visited the great 
London railway stations of Charing Cross and Vic- 
toria, to give Gospels to these soldiers on the incom- 
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ing or outgoing leave trains. The favour of the 
station-masters was divinely accorded us, so that they 
not only gave us permission for this distribution, but 
also provided my husband with a little cubicle in the 
station in which to keep a stock of our books. Also, 
when attacked bitterly by Belgian officers and priests 
because of this distribution, these fearless, kindly 
men, like true British Christians, defended us, de- 
claring that, while on English soil, we should always 
have liberty for this kind of work. And, when we 
visited the Belgian front, on several occasions we 
carried with us thousands of pounds of gifts and 
supplies for our soldiers, all this at the time when 
trains were accepting absolutely no civilian baggage. 
But this, did our God for us in answer to prayer. 

On one Christmas season we had provided 30,- 
000 Christmas boxes for designated soldiers of the 
Belgian army. Of course, each box contained 
Scriptures as well as food. The boxes were shipped 
to Le Havre to be forwarded to the front, but there, 
to our consternation, the boxes were all opened and 
all copies of the Scriptures removed, as to send 
printed matter thus in food boxes was to violate 
some war ordinance. 

Furthermore, instead of sending the boxes to the 
designated soldiers, they were distributed throughout 
the army, many thousands more participating thus 
in the generous contents of the boxes. Our disap- 
pointment was bitter, but what did the Lord do as 
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we cried unto Him? On the “order of the day,” 
that day when the contents of the boxes were dis- 
tributed far and wide through the army, our name 
and address were given and this official paper com- 
manded all the recipients of our bounty to immed- 
iately write and thank us for our kindness. So thou- 
sands of letters began to pour into our London 
office, until at one time, 5,000 such letters lay there 
unanswered. Then to these men we were able to 
return the envelopes containing the Scriptures that 
had all been courteously returned to us by the Bel- 
gian military authorities from Le Havre. Thus was 
the victory gained and defeat turned into blessing, 
for “the wrath of man shall praise Him, and the 
remainder of wrath shall He restrain.” 

The terrible, long-drawn-out conflict was at last 
over, and with the armistice came the facing of the 
call of God to us, to come into Belgium and to found 
a permanent work. We felt very weak, very help- 
less, as we faced the call, but it was imperative. So 
in the month of November, 1918, the Belgian Gospel 
Mission was born, and soon after we departed for 
Belgium. How were we to reach Brussels early in 
December of 1918, when as yet the lines of railway 
communication to the Belgian capital were not reor- 
ganized? We prayed, and stated our need to Gen. 
Gillai, the chief-of-staff of the Belgian army. The 
answer came in the sending of a military limousine 
and motor lorry to Boulogne to carry us and our 
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belongings all the way across its terrible battlefields 
into Brussels. There we arrived December 20, 
1918. 

For months, until the opening of our first gospel 
hall in June of 1919, we gave ourselves to prayer, to 
the studying of the religious situation in Belgium, and 
during the first months of 1919 to the distribution of 
food and clothing to the suffering Protestant popula- 
tion, principally in the industrial province of Hain- 
ault, where the suffering had been most acute. 

But when we first planned this wholesale distri- 
bution of the necessities of life to this suffering popu- 
lation, we realized the necessity of some extensive 
method of transportation. Where could we look? 
The railroads were all disorganized. We set apart 
one whole day for prayer for this important need. 
Early in the afternoon, as we were on our knees, 
there came a rap at our hotel door. Coll. J had 
called to present his compliments and to thank us 
personally for our bounty to the Belgian soldiers. 
“How I wish I could do something for you,” he said 
to us. “Are you sure there is nothing you need or 
lack?” “Nothing,” began my husband, then stopped 
—'‘“Why, of course,” he suddenly went on, “there is 
something. We need your army transport to help 
us distribute food and clothing to the poor people of 
Borinage.” “I am just on my way to the Department 
of Transport,” came Col. J *s quick reply, “and 
I will see that you have whatsoever you desire.” 
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And it was quickly arranged, so that by the time 
the boxes and barrels began to pour in from America 
the army fleet was at our disposal, and we used the 
military cars freely for the first two years we were in 
Belgium, but the best part of all was for us the recol- 
lection of that prayer answer arriving so significantly 
and directly while we were yet on our knees! 


CHAPTER IX. 
In ANCIENT BRUGES. 


RULY a city of sinister charm is the ancient 
Ap town of Bruges. It is very possible that 
enthusiastic tourists may dispute the justice of 
that first adjective of dubious compliment. But we 
know whereof we speak and we must insist that the 
charm of that fair capital of Occidental Flanders is 
sinister. Our story is of Belgium to-day, when per- 
secution must ever lurk at obscure corners and do its 
work of Satan under hidden cover, but there was a 
day when opposition to the pure gospel of the grace 
of God stalked openly in the market-places and thor- 
oughfares of Bruges, and dyed its cobbled streets 
bright crimson. Before Columbus sailed away to 
his discovery of the western world, Bruges had risen 
to such heights of fame and prosperity that she was a 
very queen of Europe, and dominated the commerce 
of the world. Then, as if to rebuke her pride, the 
treacherous sands of the sea commenced slowly to silt 
up her navigable channel, surely blocking her outlet 
to the ocean, and finally shutting her off from the 
world’s fleets, that turned away to other seaports, and 
Bruges, desolate, sank back into forgetfulness, and 
grass grew in the streets that once had been thronged 
with the merchantmen of the world. 
But another power than that of commerce had 


In ANCIENT BruGEs 73 


fastened its grip upon the life of the city and to-day, 
after the lapse of centuries, still holds fair Bruges 
within its grasp—it is the power of the ancient 
church which preaches what Paul clearly set forth as 
“another gospel.” It substitutes for that which is 
heavenly and spiritual, and to be apprehended only 
by the spirit, that which is sensual, and which needs 
only earthly human faculties to understand and 
grasp. Thus . . . we glory in the “blood of 
His cross,” that precious, cleansing blood, under 
which the poorest and neediest of us have found 
shelter, and through which we have daily cleansing 
and deliverance. Ah! yes, but that involves a 
spiritual appropriation, so Rome substitutes some- 
thing more easily seized, and which demands not at 
all the soul-surrender of the individual. Rome offers 
instead a famous relic some of the veritable blood of 
Christ shed on the cross, brought from Palestine in 
the time of the Crusaders by Thierry d’ Alsace, Count 
of Flanders, and deposited in its tiny flask of gold and 
precious stones in the mysterious “chapelle du Saint 
Sang,” near to the Hotel de Ville. 

Every year, the first Monday after the second of 
May, Bruges teems with crowds of strangers from 
other parts of Belgium, and from the near country- 
side, who come to celebrate the “Procession of the 
Holy Blood,” when this famous relic is taken from 
its sanctuary and carried in solemn procession 
through the streets, accompanied by a great and gor- 
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geous cavalcade of allegorical personages. At the 
close of the long procession, bishops and clergy in 
their splendid robes, accompanied by all the humbler 
folk, betake themselves to the altar erected in front of 
the Hotel de Ville, and here the closing benediction 
takes place and the day is at anend. At an end? Ah, 
that was a slip of the pen. Listen what follows. I 
quote from another, a secular historian. “There are 
sights in Bruges that night, within a stone’s throw of 
the Chapel of the Holy Blood, which are worth see- 
ing—they contrast so strangely with all this fervour 
of religion. 
The curtain has fallen upon the drama of the day 
The vestments are in the sacristy; shrives, 
canopies, censers, all the objects carried in the pro- 
cession, have disappeared into the churches. The 
church doors are locked and the images are left to 
stand all night without so much as one worshipper 
kneeling before them. The Bourg is empty and 
dark, steeped in black shadows at the door of the 
chapel where the relic has been laid to rest. It is all 
quiet there, but a stroll through the Rue de l’Ane 
Aveugle and across the canal by the bridge which 
leads to the purlieus of the fish market, brings one 
upon another scene. Every second house, if not 
every house, is a cafe, “herberg” or “estaminet,” with 
a bar and sanded floor and some rough chairs and 
tables, and on the night of the Procession of the Holy 
Blood they are crowded to the doors. Peasants from 
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the country are there in great force. For some days 
before and after the sacred festival the villagers are 
in the habit of coming into Bruges—whole families 
of them, father and mother, sons and daughters, all in 
their best finery. They walk through the streets, 
following the route by which the Holy Blood is car- 
ried, telling their beads and saying their prayers, 
crossing themselves and kneeling at any image of 
Christ or Madonna or saint, which they may notice 
at the street corners. It is curious to watch their 
sunburnt faces as they slouch along, their hands busy 
with their beads, and their lips never ceasing for a 
moment to mutter prayer after prayer. They follow 
in the wake of the Procession of the Holy Blood, or 
wait to fall upon their knees when it passes, and 
receive the blessing of the Bishop, who walks with 
fingers raised, scattering benedictions from side to 
side. In the evening, before starting for home, they 
go to the cafes. 

As evening passes into night, the sounds of music 
and dancing are heard. At the doors people sit, 
drinking, at round tables placed on the pavement or 
in the rank, poisonous gutter. The hot air is heavy 
with the smell of decayed fish. Inside the cafes men 
and women, old and young, are dancing in the fetid 
atmosphere to jingling pianos or accordions. The 
heat, the close, sour fumes of musty clothing, to- 
bacco, beer, gin, fried fish, and unwashed humanity, 
are overpowering. There are disgusting sights in all 
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directions. Fat women, with red, perspiring faces 
and dirty fingers, still clutching their rosaries; tawdry 
girls, field workers, with flushed faces, dancing with 
country lads, most of whom are more than half tipsy; 
ribald jokes and laughter and leering eyes; reeling, 
drunken men; maudlin affection in one corner and 
jealous disputing in another; crying babies; beer and 
gin spilt on the tables, and all sorts of indecency and 
hideous details which Swift might have gloated over 
or Hogarth painted. 

This is how the day of the Holy Blood Procession 
is finished by many of the country folk. The brutal 
cabaret comes after the prayers and adorations of the 
morning! It is a world of contrasts. But soon the 
lights are out, the shutters are put up, and the last 
customer goes staggering homewards.” 

Yes, this is what Rome has made of Bruges of 
to-day, but before reciting the tale of what God 
wrought for us in this ancient city so very recently, 
it is a good thing to look back across the centuries to 
the days when Bruges was different, before the be- 
numbing, blighting pall of Romanism had settled 
down so firmly upon this people. Those days when 
the valiant Flemings fought long and vainly for their 
religious freedom. Those were the days when Bel- 
gium was almost wholly Protestant, when 20,000 
Belgians went forth from Antwerp to hear the field- 
preaching, until the terrible Duke of Alva, with his 
Blood Council behind him, condemned to death every 
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man, woman and child in the Low Countries. . . . 
Listen to what another secular historian writes of 
that awful, yet glorious time (A.D. 1567): 

“Thus the whole country became a charnel 
house; the death bell tolled hourly in every village; 
not a family but was called to mourn for its dearest 
relatives, while the survivors stalked listlessly about, 
the ghosts of their former selves, among the wrecks 
of their former homes. The spirit of the nation 
within a few months after the arrival of Alva seemed 
hopelessly broken. The blood of its best and bravest 
had already stained the scaffold; the men to whom it 
had been accustomed to look for guidance and pro- 
tection were dead, in prison, or in exile. The mourn- 
ers went daily about the streets, for there was hardly 
a house which had not been made desolate. The scaf- 
folds, the gallows, the funeral piles, which had been 
sufficient in ordinary times, furnished now an entirely 
inadequate machinery for the incessant executions. 
Columns and stakes in every street, the door posts of 
private houses, the fences in the fields, were laden 
with human carcases, strangled, turned, beheaded. 
The orchards in the country bore on many a tree the 
hideous fruit of human bodies. Thus the Nether- 
lands were crushed aa 

And it is in thus looking back to what Belgium 
was, and dared for the Gospel in those past heroic 
days, that we believe in another and glorious future, 
if the Lord tarry; and it was because of this faithful 


78 OpENED WINpDows OF HEAVEN 
POOL NIE EIN ED NN BEE ee eee eee eee 


past of Flanders that we sought in the opening days 
of the Belgian Gospel Mission to open a mission 
station at this strategic but intensely difficult city of 
Bruges. Simultaneously with the conviction that we 
must begin work in this city, there came a man of 
God to us, a Hollander, who for some twelve years 
had been doing evangelistic work in West Flanders, 
and this Valiant-forthe-Truth said to us: “I want 
to work with you and I want to be sent to Bruges, 
the most difficult city of Belgium in which to do evan- 
gelical work.” 

We knew that he was not speaking unguardedly, 
for had he not passed twelve of the best years of his 
life in that very vicinity? Rejoicing because of his 
devotion and courage, we responded: “Bruges it shall 
be, and we will look to the Lord to give us an en- 
trance there.” In later years, as we have come to 
know more intimately this servant of God, Mr. 
M , he has told us of one of his earlier experi- 
ences, colporting in Flanders, which well illustrates 
both the character of the man and the opportunities 
for Gospel sowing in his chosen field. 

There was one certain village which our friend 
M , had never dared to enter. He knew well the 
reputation of the villagers for superstitious opposi- 
tion to the Evangile, and felt confident it would be 
but a waste of time or worse, to seek to do colportage 
there. However, as time went on, the impression 
gained ground within his soul that into that very 
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village he was called to enter. One day he set out 
from his home base, several kilometres away, his pack 
filled with his precious wares, and his destination this 
very village of He describes what followed: 
“As I neared the main street of the village I had a 
vision, as clear as could be. I saw myself lying in 
the roadway, bleeding, and dying from the assaults 
of the villagers. It was overpowering in its reality 
and I said to myself, ‘Is this a warning of God not to 
enter?’ Then I thought, ‘Perhaps it is all of Satan 
to keep me out.’ So, fearful, but determined, I pro- 
ceeded on my way.” What did happen? Well, 
just this—he had not gone far into that village until 
all his stock of Scriptures was exhausted and the 
eager folk pressed about him for more, always more. 
Hardly crediting his senses, he retraced his way to 
his home, stocked up again, and returned to the vil- 
lage. Again he sold his complete supply, and for a 
second time that wonderful day had to return to the 
home base to replenish his pack. 

It was this man that God chose to minister in 
this strategic city of Flanders, Bruges. 

But the next and all important step was to 
find a house for hire, where a hall for the preach- 
ing of the Gospel could be opened, and where 
living quarters above could be supplied for the 
workers, just as we had previously secured at Brus 
sels and at Antwerp. We knew in advance that 
this would be no easy matter, in Catholic Bruges, 
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where the church owned almost all the property, and 
where one-fifth of the population were monks and 
nuns. Again and again representatives of the Mis- 
sion sought throughout the city for such suitable 
quarters, but always returned to Brussels empty 
handed. Almost were we in despair, but oh, how 
often, how often, we have found that what God gives 
us through these waiting times is of infinitely more 
value than the immediate answer which we crave. 
And then, ever when the lesson has sunk home, 
comes His gracious answer, never too late, but just 
at the right moment, His own appointed time. 

As I write of this answer for a building at Bruges, 
there rise before me visions of other answers for 
buildings—Warquignies, Dour, Liege, Braine-Le- 
Comte, Lokeren and Ath, all of them stations opened 
up since Bruges and each coming as a direct and ex- 
plicit answer to long and importunate prayers. I can 
see the aged Christian couple at Dour, before the mis- 
sion property had been found and secured, pleading 
with us, as if we had the power to give what they and 
others longed for. I had to look out through the 
panes of the tiny kitchen window to the old- 
fashioned garden beyond to steady myself, as the old 
man, turning round and round in his gnarled old 
hands his battered hat, pleaded, choking with tears 
meantime, for a place where they could assemble and 
be taught the things of God. But Another ‘‘heark- 
ened and heard,” and not many weeks after Dour had 
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its own little hall of meeting. 

But Bruges, back in those earlier days, was even 
more difficult. At last, late one night, just as we 
were about to retire, three of our workers appeared 
at the door of our apartment. Their faces were 
serious. ‘The spokesman revealed their errand. “We 
believe there is only one solution for Bruges, and that 
is to buy a property there. We have found one 
house suitable, which is owned by a young man who 
is a convert of the war, and he is willing to sell to us, 
although there is already terrific pressure being 
brought upon him to keep him from selling to the 
Belgian Gospel Mission.” It quite took away our 
breath, the thought of buying such a mission prop- 
erty. We had no money available for such a pur- 
pose, and were inexorably opposed, as a Mission, to 
going into debt. It seemed impossible and so we 
expressed ourselves. But from the very outset we 
were struck by the coincidence, which seemed to be 
the hand of God, that of the one available house in 
Catholic Bruges being owned by a young man who 
had been in touch with us during the war, and pro- 
fessed to being a convert. Of one accord we all 
dropped to our knees, and before we rose we all 
knew that it was the will of God that we should 
have that house at Bruges. As we rose, we began 
to search pen and paper, and to do a bit of reckoning. 
All present were glad to make the limit of personal 
sacrifice to aid in the purchase, yet there was a big 
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gap of 50,000 francs to be met. “We will trust God,” 
was the united verdict. ‘‘We must act quickly,” the 
spokesman said, and we knew he spoke the truth for 
mention had already been made of the formidable 
opposition that was taking shape against us. The 
next morning at dawn we were off, the two appoint- 
ed by the Mission to make the purchase. Later on, 
the Bible School and other workers met together to 
have a season of prayer in support of those who had 
the matter in hand. 

They, arriving at Bruges, went direct to the 
house at 18 Naalden Straat, and told the young man 
they were prepared to make the purchase, and to 
gether they set off for the notary. But the other 
faction, who had vowed to keep us out of Bruges, 
were made aware of what was on foot, and were 
assembled in power at the notary’s by the time our 
workers reached there. Then the battle was on. The 
group against us included one of the most influential 
business men in the city of Bruges, a man prominent 
politically, and this powerful little group were pre- 
pared to pay, and did offer 15,000 francs more than 
we could pay, and agreed to pay same in cash. The 
young man, the owner, almost wavered for a bit, all 
the more as his own mother was there arguing against 
his selling to us. However, back in Brussels a volume 
of prayer was ascending and suddenly, almost tan- 
gibly, one of our representatives became reminded of 
this fact, and so strong was his impression of the 
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Presence and the leading of God that, turning to the 
other, he said: “They are praying for us in Brussels; 
we also must pray, and I believe victory will be ours.” 
So they prayed in silence . . . and the tide 
turned almost instantly. The notary, wearied of all 
the vehement discussion, suddenly turned authorita- 
tively to the two factions. “Mr. van den A = 
he addressed the young man, “this matter must be 
decided. Is it your will to sell for such a price to the 
Belgian Gospel Mission?” The young man instantly 
assented, for the hand of God was directing him. 
Turning to the Mission workers, the notary con- 
tinued, “And do you accept this offer?” Instantly 
the offer was verbally accepted, and the notary de- 
clared, ““This agreement is legal, according to Belgian 
law, but now we will put it in writing.” So the 
other faction, routed, discomfited, took their depart- 
ure, and just at that moment in Brussels, three hours 
away, one of the prayer group had received assurance 
that the prayer was answered, and broke into praise 
toGod. Justa little later a telegram came, “Victory 
after a hard battle.” So bitter were the defeated 
ones that the young man who sold to us was forced 
to flee from Bruges for safety. 

So we rejoiced in God our Saviour, and betook 
ourselves to earnest prayer for the payment of the 
remainder of the amount required for the house. In 
marvellous ways it was sent in. First in compara- 
tively small amounts—a thousand francs from a 
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Brussels business man, two thousand francs from 
another, five hundred (a month’s salary) from a man 
with a wife and three children, and still other gifts 
of like kind—until there came a day when the crown- 
ing gift of all was made. To this day we do not 
know who made it, but the One who inspired it 
knows, and that is enough. There was deposited to 
the credit of the Belgian Gospel Mission, by an 
anonymous donor, the sum of 54,500 francs. “‘Just 
enough,” as we joyfully recognized, “to finish paying 
for the Bruges house.” So to that we applied it, 
and extolled our God for all His faithful remem- 
brances of us, His children, and for His hearing of 
our cry. 


CHAPTER X. 


WHEN Funps FaIcep. 


: HE silver is mine, and the gold is mine, 


saith the Lord of hosts” (Hagg. 2:8). To 

that holy challenge we of the Belgian Gos- 
pel Mission have sought to respond—not that we 
have dared enough or that we have ventured far 
enough on His faithful promise, but we have been 
learning in His school of answered prayer, and our 
lips are filled with praise because of His surpassing 
goodness. 

The history of the Mission, as that of the years of 
war work preceding its inception, constitutes one 
consistent story of answered prayer. We have 
prayed for workers, for health, for openings for ser- 
vice, for revival blessings, and how graciously has our 
Lord answered. But not the least of our prayers has 
been for the sending in of funds to carry on the work 
or to provide for some special enterprise, and a few 
of these answers would we here record to His praise. 

The Belgian Gospel Mission has never had any 
endowment, or any individual gifts of large amounts, 
yet since the beginning of the war effort we have 
never been hampered by lack of funds although many 
times we were at close grips with our need before the 
windows of heaven were opened. As much as one 
hundred thousand dollars has been contributed in one 
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year through prayer. I recall well the summer dur- 
ing the war when we were praying for that specific 
sum for that year. Our desire was to place Scrip- 
tures in boxes of food for as many soldiers of the 
Belgian army as possible. 

During those summer months we were speaking 
at some of the Bible Conferences of North America. 
At Montrose, as we were mentioning our need, Dr. 
Torrey had laid upon his heart to unite with us in 
this petition, and so entire was his faith that, at the 
same prayer meeting in which he prayed so urgently 
for this gift, he was able believingly to thank God 
for having heard and answered. Before the end of 
the year that amount was actually given, and it is the 
only year that gifts have aggregated so large a total. 
The sources of the gifts that throughout the years 
have poured into the Mission are unspeakably pre- 
cious. Here is a diamond engagement ring sent by 
one who had nothing else to give, and which brought 
several hundred dollars to the work of God. An- 
other gift, a gold piece from the pocket of an only 
son killed very suddenly by accident; a few pennies 
from the bank of a dear baby gone to be with her 
Lord, and perhaps what has touched us most, at two 
different times, gifts from groups of black native 
Christians from the Belgian Congo. Could anything 
be more beautiful than this? These converted heathen 
sending a part of their meagre tithe to evangelize 
those who govern their own country and who, in 
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times past, were cruel masters. 

Yes, these gifts form a precious trust to those who 
have the spending of the Mission funds, and prayer 
is unceasing that not one penny shall be spent apart 
from His will. The story has already been told of 
the wonderful way that funds were provided for the 
purchase of the house at Bruges. No less wonderful 
was an answer given in the winter of 1922. It was 
during the month of December that we realized that 
we were truly in great financial need. For several 
months very little had been sent in. We betook 
ourselves to importunate prayer, and my husband, 
early in the morning of December 23rd, claimed from 
the Lord the sum of $10,000. He realized it was 
asking a great thing of the Lord, and he was not 
unaware of the fact that times were very difficult just 
then in America, and yet it was given him to believe 
and accept the answer. Within an hour’s time a 
letter from Philadelphia arrived stating that up to 
the eleventh of December more than TEN THOU- 
SAND DOLLARS HAD BEEN RECEIVED, and 
by the close of the month the gifts totalled over 
$14,000 ! 

Near the close of the year preceding (1921) we 
had had something of the same experience. In our 
prayer letter sent out to friends of the Mission, we 
had asked prayer for the sending of $10,000 during 
the two months of November and December. Our 
secretary recorded what happened as follows: “The 
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mark was not quite reached in November, but the 
matter was left with Him. On December 23rd, 
almost the entire $10,000 for the two months was 
reported on hand in the American headquarters alone 
and by the close of the month receipts totalled 
$10,800, exceeding our requests just when money 
was badly needed.” 

We see about us other works languishing and 
dying for lack of funds, and the thought is general 
over here on the continent that the Belgian Gospel 
Mission must be graciously endowed or that in some 
supernatural way the directors on returning from 
time to time to America open a miraculous faucet 
from which pours without any effort an unlimited 
stream of gold. In this much they are right—the 
directors have nothing to do with the success of the 
sustaining of God’s own work; the sustaining is mira- 
culous, for it is only divine. We pray and He pro- 
vides, that is the mysterious formula we employ, and 
we dare to pray believingly because we do those 
things “which are well-pleasing in His sight.” Nor 
is this statement made in egotism. We do not refer 
to any good works which might commend us to the 
favor of God, we have not so learned Grace, but we 
do mean that we are not denying, these apostate days, 
the “faith once for all delivered unto the saints.” We 
are preaching Christ, the efficacy of His blood; we are 
afhrming His virgin birth, His corporal resurrection, 
the absolute infallibility of His Word, the certainty 
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of His near return—yes, and the terror of a conscious 
eternity of suffering for the impenitent, and more, we 
are not harboring known sin in our lives individually 
or in the corporate life of the Mission, and we seek 
to provide things “honest in the sight of men”; 
therefore we have boldness as we lay hold of God for 
the meeting of our financial needs. 

One day my husband felt led to pray definitely 
for a large gift for the Mission. Not only was there 
definite need of money for the treasury, but he felt 
that it was a prayer the Lord wished offered at this 
time for the strengthening of our faith. On that day 
a woman in another part of the country felt impelled 
to send us a gift of $5,000, and the very day the 
prayer was offered, February 12th, the gift was sent 
on its journey to the Mission’s treasurer. It was the 
largest gift we had ever received, and greatly cheered 
us and stimulated our faith. 

Still one more story of our God’s unchanging 
faithfulness must be added. It has no connection 
with our Mission, save as all we who love and obey 
our Lord Jesus Christ are “bound together in the 
same bundle of life,” and our interests are inseparably 
interwoven. 

It was the wife of a faithful Baptist pastor near 
Mons who came to see me one day shortly after the 
establishment of the Mission’s headquarters in Brus- 
sels. After greeting her and a few words had passed, 
she broke in, “I did not come to ask anything of you 
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(we were doing much at that time for the feeding 
and clothing of the suffering Protestant population), 
but I have come to cheer you with a story of an- 
swered prayer.” Then she related to me the follow- 
ing: During the war, with the rest of the popula- 
tion, this pastor’s family suffered cruel deprivation. 
So hard pressed were they that, to exist, before the 
close of the war, they were compelled to borrow 
several hundred francs from a rich family of their 
town. This family were notoriously ungodly, and 
our friend, Madame V: , was greatly troubled at 
remaining in their debt. Part of the debt was repaid 
but there remained still a sum of 500 francs and there 
was no possibility of being able to find it. Then she 
related how one day in distress of spirit, as she was 
ascending the stairs, she fell on her knees on the 
landing and prayed: “Oh God, before tomorrow send 
me the 500 francs to pay this debt so that I can look 
these people in the face without shame—yes, and wit- 
ness to them of their lost condition.” The next 
morning’s post brought a letter from another land 
and a person whom she did not know, which said: “I 
feel constrained to send you the following amount for 
your personal use. . .” The amount, when 
changed into Belgian currency, produced the sum of 
593 francs 75 centimes. “Now,” said Madame 
V , her worn face glowing, ‘‘do you know why 
the Lord sent me that amount? You see, I had for- 
gotten the interest accruing, but when I counted it up 
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to that very day, principal and interest came to 
exactly the sum of 593 francs 75 centimes, and you 
see,” she finished, “if the check had arrived one day 
earlier the amount would have been too much, if 
one day later it would have been too little but, 
coming on that very day, it was exactly correct to 
the seventy-fifth centime. 

“Oh!” she finished, triumphantly, “Notre Dieu 
sait compter.” Yes, bless His faithful name, we have 
a God who knows how to count. 

Two more instances must be cited. In the sum- 
mer of 1923, after a wonderful tent campaign in the 
town of Lokeren, in Eastern Flanders, a cablegram 
was sent to us, then on deputation work in America, 
asking permission to buy a suitable building where a 
Gospel hall could be opened, that the work might be 
conserved and developed. We, being faced by a 
falling off of gifts for the conduct of the Mission, 
over the year before, were inclined to cable back, 
“Impossible,” but our council reminded us of the 
need of more faith and so, after prayer, we actually 
sent back word to go ahead and buy, because the need 
seemed so imperative, although we had not a penny 
in view for the purchase price of two thousand dol- 
lars. A week or so later, as I spoke to a Christian 
woman in a western city, of this need, she pledged 
the first five hundred dollars. A couple of weeks 
later I was in Toronto. After twelve days of speak- 
ing in that city I left to return again to the States. 
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I had received many small gifts, but had asked 
God if it were His will to give me one large gift as a 
seal of my ministry. However, I departed without 
seeing the answer. But it was not long delayed, for 
the day after arriving at my new destination I re- 
ceived a telegram from our treasurer in Canada, Mr. 
R. V. Bingham, saying, “Just received a gift of one 
thousand dollars towards building in Lokeren. Send- 
ing direct to Belgium. Great rejoicing.” Yes, there 
was great rejoicing in my own heart. How precious 
a thing it is to know that He has heard one’s prayer. 
Still a few days later, in another city, as I spoke of 
Lokeren’s need, another Christian woman said, “I 
shall try to meet the balance required for that pur- 
chase,” and this she did, shortly afterward sending 
the five hundred dollars necessary to complete the 
amount required. 

' The next week, after Lokeren’s need was met, I 
felt led to pray that a large gift might at once be 
received toward the central building we were needing 
in Brussels, and for which we had been earnestly 
praying— a building to house the two Bible schools, 
provide dormitory space for the students, rooms for 
offices, a church auditorium, etc. The cost would 
be something like eighty thousand dollars. My hus- 
band also, unknown to me, had been led to offer the 
same prayer. The next morning I received a letter 
enclosing a gift of five thousand dollars toward a 
building in Belgium. These friends knew nothing 
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of our prayer, or of this especial need, and they were 
not people from whom we would have expected such 
large giving. It was a clear and very beautiful and 
definite response to a particular request, and the en- 
couragement it brought, and the sense of His near- 
ness was something that mere words cannot describe. 
“He is faithful that promised.” 


CHAPTER XI. 


WueEN HEALTH FAILED. 


HIS is to be a most practical chapter, no 

flights of fancy, but a serious effort to 

answer from personal experience a question 
so often asked—a question asked rarely without 
anguish of spirit and without deep personal feeling: 
Does God heal in answer to prayer offered in the 
name of His Son Jesus Christ? Is it His will still 
upon earth to exercise the ministry of healing which 
He exercised in His Son, the Lord Jesus? Perhaps 
most Christians who have thought deeply upon the 
subject see, as does the writer, in the manifestation 
of healing wrought by our blessed Saviour during His 
earthly ministry, the “signs following” which had 
been foretold by prophets of old concerning His 
appearance upon earth, and which were to serve, 
amongst other marvels of His working, as His creden- 
tials to His own people, who might thus identify Him 
as in very truth their long-promised Messiah and 
King. For is it not clearly stated concerning these 
His works of healing, Matthew 8 : 16 (last clause) 
and 18, “. . . (He) healed all that were sick, 
that it might be fulfilled which was spoken by Esaias, 
the prophet, saying, Himself took our infirmities and 
bare our sicknesses?” But we do know from the 
later revelation through the Epistle of James, that it 
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is the divine will still to heal the body under certain 
conditions, and of His power to heal we cannot 
doubt. We cannot see, as do some, that because the 
life-giving Spirit of God is now tenanting our mortal 
bodies, imparting the blessed Life of God to spirit, 
and to soul as well, in measure as we yield ourselves 
to His influence and appropriate His fullness, we also 
have the right always and at all times to appropriate 
that tide of divine life for the keeping in health of our 
corruptible bodies; we believe the time of redemption 
for the latter is not yet. It seems clear that if thus 
we have the right to escape the penalty of suffering 
in the body, we could also go further and claim im- 
munity from death. But we know that last penalty 
must be met by us all, if our blessed Lord tarry, but, 
as in all things else, we are “more than conquerors” 
over death through Him that loved us. He has 
drawn the sting of that last grim enemy, and made 
the grave but the gate of entry, for us who believe, 
into His own glorious Presence. So as well with the 
distressing ailments which persistently attack our 
bodies, of course the result of sin, our God makes 
matchless good work out of the suffering and incon- 
venience caused by illness and disease, and thus again 
we are more than conquerors through Him that loved 
us. There is nothing permitted of God, ordered by 
His will, that can work anything but good for His 
dear children. To take from His hand that won- 
drous instrument of discipline, bodily weakness, 


96 OprEeNED WInpDows OF HEAVEN 


would be to deprive the believer of one of his most 
fruitful sources of growth. The ascetic of all ages 
has had some truth on his side—that of the necessity 
of bringing the body into subjection to the spirit, so 
that he might be the better and more fully “shut up 
with God.” Paul knew and proclaimed the neces- 
sity of this, and the poor writer of these words thanks 
God that He has not been unfaithful toward her, but 
that He has, through the unceasing fires of physical 
suffering and weakness, cleared her vision a little, 
always too ready to be opened upon things of earth, 
but now focussed increasingly upon the things in- 
visible, which are also eternal. There is nothingthat so 
detaches one from things earthly—earthly ambitions, 
earthly appetites, earthly attractions—as the fierce 
cleansing of physical suffering. Job is a wonderful 
example of this, and let it be noted that it was not 
because he was harboring conscious sin in his life, as 
he was accused by his carnally-minded friends, but 
because he was the most righteous of all men, that he 
was permitted this final and most searching test of 
all—that God's hand should be laid upon his body in 
discipline—and he came out purified and strengthen- 
ed, with a new and larger capacity to know and love 
God. 

What a cruel slander it is to say that all sick- 
ness is the result of unconfessed sin in the life; what 
a remark to be levelled at God's choicest suffering 
saints, who would be far too meek and like their 
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Master to seek to refute the charge! But if not the 
result of unconfessed sin, then we must realize and 
rejoice in that this visitation of bodily weakness is an 
expression of God’s love toward US, who are SONS, 
not Bastards, and who, therefore, may expect the 
chastening of the Lord in one form or another, and if 
He ordains physical suffering as the means of puri- 
fication, why should we rebel? I am quite sure God 
has many children to whom He cannot entrust this 
most difficult and searching form of discipline, and is 
that not the reason why so many worldly-minded, 
carnal Christians seem to enjoy perfect health and a 
care-free existence, while God’s holiest ones bear the 
burden of suffering and temptation. 

But there is another blessed aspect to this truth. 
He does will to heal so often, so much oftener 
perhaps than we are willing to admit in our unbelief. 
There is, too, a certain willingness to accept the limi- 
tations of suffering, as they unfit for service, and to 
find a certain sort of complaisance in being weak and 
unfit, an object for pity and condolence. If this is 
our case, then we are completely failing of the profit 
which we should be receiving through the discipline. 
How humbly we should be constantly praying in the 
midst of our weakness, ‘““Make me to learn all the 
lessons from this trial, and then when it is Thy will, 
release me again for Thy service.” That should be 
ever our objective—preparation for larger com- 
munion with Himself, and for more intensive service 
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for Him—and if the service must be rendered with 
the constant accompaniment of physical weakness, 
well, that is His affair, not ours. 

But as we are humbly, fully yielded to Him, there 
comes perhaps the consciousness that it is His will 
for us to accept healing, that as a matter of fact we 
are potentially healed and it is for us but to thank- 
fully rejoice and to await the demonstration of the 
fact. I recall such an incident in my own exper- 
ience. Twice I had been compelled to go under the 
knife for a very distressing affliction. For the third 
time I was face to face with this grave necessity. 
Upon all sides the work of God pressed upon me. 
Seeking humbly to learn the lesson of this dispensa- 
tion of weakness, I implored the Lord, if it should be 
His will, to heal my poor body for His glory. He is 
sovereign. I did not suggest to Him any unwilling- 
ness on my part to receive His healing through any 
medicinal herb that He had created, or from the hand 
of any “beloved physician,” if He should so will. The 
confidence came that I should be healed without 
again undergoing the knife. It was at a summer 
Bible Conference where my husband and I were 
speaking on the needs of Belgium, when one day a 
Christian woman approached me, saying, “You will 
pardon me, Mrs. Norton, but you look so weak and 
ill, I am wondering if I could help.” As one sister 
to another I expressed my suffering and need, and she 
in her turn recommended to me a simple remedy, 
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which had been used in her own case to wonderfully 
heal. I acted immediately upon her suggestion and 
was rapidly and permanently healed. But do you 
not suppose that I gave Him all the glory? 

Lest perhaps I should think it was the remedy 
that did it, about the same time, quite apart from any 
human means, my wonder-working Lord did a far 
more marvellous thing for His unworthy hand- 
maiden. 

With the end of the first year of the war began 
to come to me threatenings of a nervous collapse. 
All unconsciously I had exhausted the slender reserve 
of nerve force as, at the beginning of the Gospel work 
amongst Belgian soldiers, at times with no secretarial 
help, I had been compelled to do fifty letters a day by 
hand, the most part in the French language. Then 
there must be, at regular intervals, deputation tours 
in America to acquaint the Christian public with the 
great opportunity opening up .. . and then, 
when one returned again to the field, there were un- 
ceasing dangers and privations to bear along with the 
growing responsibilities. 

It was no uncommon thing, at the close of an 
address, while doing deputation work in America, 
for a physician to slip up quietly to the writer and 
say: “You will pardon the liberty, but I know what 
it indicates, the nervous shaking of your head while 
you are speaking. I give you just six months, if you 
do not put aside all your duties and go away for 


100 OpENED WINpDOows OF HEAVEN 


instant rest.” I needed not to be reminded of the 
palsy of the head that would not leave me, nor of the 
stubborn ache at the base of the brain. I knew what 
it was to have to pray for strength to utter sentence 
after sentence in conversation, and in public speak- 
ing, to be conscious of a gulf opened at my feet and 
to wonder when I should fall in. But how could I 
leave the work and go aside? I know that there are 
times when God clearly indicates that just that is His 
will, even when a work seems imperative. But I was 
given to see that it was not His will for me. I was 
seeking the most expert medical advice available, was 
taking any remedy that offered help, but at last I 
could clearly see that all had failed. Then I turned 
to Him with the question: “Shall I go on and die?” 
Concerning the first question there was no doubt in 
my mind, but was there no relief? Must I then go 
down into death? 

Then it was that my Lord gave me the assurance 
of healing; quietly, but definitely and unmistakably it 
was given to me, but at the same time I was told by 
the same blessed Teacher that I should never be 
wholly free from nervous weakness, only that I 
should be delivered from being laid aside from ser- 
vice because of it. As I knew that it was His re- 
vealed will for me that I should go on, and go on 
fearlessly, so I did. My husband, whose first 
thought would ever be to shield me, understood that 
sod had spoken, and he could not interfere, not even 
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when a beloved friend would write: “Ralph, do you 
realize that you are killing Edith, letting her go on 
thus?” Instead of doing less work, I took on more, 
and steadily, gradually, the tides of health began to 
flow back again. Never, doubtless, will I be en- 
trusted with robust health, but sufficient : 
only I dare never be idle, when there is being confided 
to me thus daily stores of supernatural force. 

Of course the faith thus given me was sharply 
tried at times, else how could its worth be proven? 
There were more sleepless nights, there were weary 
days, but always, alongside, that conscious, abiding 
assurance, “My God has spoken—His Word is sure 
and He loves to be trusted.” I recall one such ex- 
perience of testing in the city of Pittsburg. A sleepless 
night had left body and soul exhausted. There were 
three most important speaking engagements for me 
that day. I did not rise for breakfast. I fell into a 
stupor of unconsciousness; it could scarcely be called 
sleep. At noon my husband came to call me. As 
I arose it was as out of a swoon. Body and mind 
seemed broken and reeling. I was implored not to 
undertake the three meetings, which involved miles 
of fatiguing travel until late at night, but the inner 
voice said, “Go.” The day came to its close. Not 
only had all three addresses been marked by unusual 
power, but I returned to the home where I was being 
entertained, feeling quite fresh, and went into a 
sound and refreshing night’s sleep. To His praise 
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alone these things are recorded. 

But it is hardest of all when it is not oneself but 
a dear one who is involved in the prayer for healing. 
Years back, now almost twenty years ago, God had 
given to us a sweet child for a little space. We 
named her Margaret because Margaret meant 
“pearl,” forgetting that “pearl” also means “tears.” 
But she caused us no tears until the day she went 
away. When she was but two months old I had my 
first great lesson in prayer for healing. Illness had 
seized upon our little one, and at last nurse and doc- 
tor told us there was no hope. Alone I prayed, and 
definite assurance came that our baby should be given 
back to us. Bravely I went upstairs and told the 
news to the doctor and the nurse. They looked 
sympathetic, but the most they could reply was, — 
“Keep up your courage, little mother.” For the 
first time in weeks my husband and I had a good 
night’s sleep, going to a neighbor’s home to secure it, 
although the doctor had assured us that the crisis 
would come that night. The next day our little one 
was out of danger and rapidly recovered; but nine 
months later she again sickened. What did I, her 
mother, do? In my ignorance, I sought to counter- 
feit the assurance that had been divinely given before. 
She had been healed before, therefore she would be 
again. Ah! but I was leaving out the “according to 
His will.” So I disregarded the doctor’s orders, ex- 
pecting to see a miracle occur. But none took place; 
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rather she grew steadily worse. Then on my face 
before God, I came to know what was His present 
purpose, and I said, “Let it be unto Thy hand-maiden 
even according to Thy will.” So a day came when 
the Christian nurse, led to the Master in our own 
little home, said to us, “She is going.” I looked 
down upon my little child, for whom I would gladly 
again have gone down into the death shadows, and as 
I saw the agony in the little face I could bear no 
more. I could not see her die, and I fled to another 
room. Afterwards the gentle nurse told me of our 
darling’s going home, and the recital of it to-day 
brings back across the lapse of years again the won- 
der, the thrill of it. For she who feared all but her 
mother, in her dying moments quite suddenly stopped 
her anguished movements; the great brown eyes 
opened wide, for she saw Someone infinitely more 
beautiful and desirable than ‘““Mother,” One to whom 
she could go quite freely and unafraid, and the tired, 
drawn little features relaxed into a happy, peaceful 
smile, the dear little head dropped to one side, and the 
outstretched Arms had taken forever into their loving 
embrace a weary little lamb, so soon tired on life's 
journey. And He who took from us our treasure 
said, “Go . . . for me,” and we went forth to 
the far corners of the earth. 

And so throughout the years His arm has been 
our stay; physical weakness has been permitted, when 
the accompanying blessings made weakness a real 
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boon; and when it was for His glory the tide of 
weakness has been stayed; but, oh! for a heart that 
accepts with equal gladness sickness or health, just 
because it is His will, and because thus His glorious 
purposes are being wrought out for the life, knowing 
that in His fashioning and perfecting of us many 
means must be employed. 

One last story of His faithful loving kindness 
should be recorded. It was a scorching day of mid- 
western heat; ““good corn-growing weather,” an Iowa 
farmer would express it. I had just arrived at the 
Iowa town to join my husband for two days of Bible 
Conference in August of 1923. As I watched him 
on the platform it struck me that I had never seen 
him so intensely nervous. His face was pale, drawn, 
haggard, every facial muscle seemed to twitch; he 
looked on the verge of a nervous collapse. I knew 
he had been laboring under an immense strain, a 
winter of indifferent health spent in Belgium, fol- 
lowed by a return in early summer to an intensive 
campaign in some six or seven of the Summer Bible 
Conferences, scattered throughout the east and 
middle west. Now at the end of the long, hot 
summer, his force was all but spent. Friends 
there at the Iowa Conference came to me to confirm 
my own fears. “He is going to have a bad break- 
down, and that very soon,” they said to me, and my 
heart affirmed the correctness of their verdict. I 
tried persuasion with my dear husband. ‘“‘Let’s go 
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away for a couple of weeks right now,” I pleaded, 
“to some quiet place where we can just relax—come 
with me for my sake if not for your own!” Then he 
reminded me of very important obligations just ahead 
—of the great and especial needs of the Mission just 
at that time—and he said to me quite definitely, “the 
work has got to be done.” : I could not accept his 
offer to go away without him, for my desire for a 
holiday was only that he might have a rest. I saw 
that he was convinced the will of God for him was 
to continue at whatever cost, so that August day I 
went away to pray. For half an hour I wrestled for 
his life, for I felt that life itself hung in the balance 
if a miracle was not wrought in his behalf. The half 
hour passed without a ray of light to tell me that my 
request was granted. Was it my Lord’s will that he 
should be taken? I faced it, and laid the dear life at 
His feet. I could not take that precious life as a 
gift, contrary to the sovereign will of the All Wise 
One. But the Spirit led me swiftly then to see that 
it was His will—the opportunity of service, the 
scarcity of workers, the pressing exigencies of the 
field to which God had led us, all these things the 
blessed Spirit of God led me to plead as I prayed on. 
Then wonderfully, gloriously, His matchless peace 
descended upon me, wrapped me about, filled me 
with a quiet certainty that calmed every fear, satis- 
fied every desire. Nothing more was to be done that 
. day but praise, and praise, and rejoice, and go back 
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to tell my husband, who looked just as tired as ever, 
that ‘all was well’—prayer had been heard and 
answered. 

Just a week later, in another Iowa town, the 
weather just as hot, our programme just as strenuous, 
it dawned on me that I had a rejuvenated husband. 
I did not need to hear him say, “Edith, I haven't felt 
as well for a year!” He looked a different man. The 
color had come back to his face, the weariness had 
disappeared, a new hold on the divine resources had 
been given him. How we praised God together for 
the gracious restoration! Who would not love and 
serve to the death such a Master! 


CHAPTER XI. 
WHEN THE PowErR DESCENDED. 


HINGS were not going well in the Mission. 

How many times this fact had driven us, the 

Mission’s directors, to our knees, yes, to our 
faces, before our God. “Is there any reason in us, 
first of all, why things should not be well in this, Thy 
work?” we have asked of Him. Often His unspar- 
ing finger has pointed out the thing that impeded the 
flow of blessing. Our spiritual progress as leaders 
of this work of God in Belgium has been marked by 
a trail of death, the blessed Spirit of God casting 
forth one by one from His citadel of possession the 
ambitions, plans, projects, affections of the flesh, as 
He has been permitted to put them to death within 
us. There was a certainty that our methods, blessed 
of God in times past, and the fruit of long and 
tedious and dearly-bought experience, must be utilized 
and followed in this new field to which God had led 
us. Then we saw them fail, we saw the Spirit 
willing to work in an utterly different manner, and 
we had to give over to death this pride of plan. Then 
came death to our pride of workers. Where we could 
not be used, surely these brilliant, capable, attractive 
workers should succeed. But one after another of 
those whom we most trusted and esteemed failed us, 
and the unlikely ones proved the truly chosen of God. 
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So again we passed through death to trust in man, 
‘‘whose breath is in his nostrils.” Then came a more 
gruelling testing, the moment when the whole work 
seemed in process of dissolution. Truly before God 
we could have said, ““To be jealous for the success of 
Thine own work, an effort based solely upon the in- 
tegrity of Thine own Word and of the Godhood of 
Thy dear Son is a laudable thing,” but His hand led 
us through the valley of greatest darkness, when we 
passed through death to the very existence of this His 
work confided to us. It had been easier for us, hus 
band and wife, to surrender each other to any de- 
mand of our Lord and Master, than it was to be 
willing to see this His work go down to defeat. But 
the victory came; once more we emerged into the 
upper air of detachedness from one more binding tie 
holding us to earth. His will was all that mattered, 
and down into death went “pride of work.” 

And ever the Belgian Gospel Mission was pro- 
gressing to new heights of blessing and of deeper 
spiritual attainment. But a moment came when all 
was not well within the Mission; there was a vague 
spirit amongst the workers, a spirit of restlessness, of 
dissatisfaction, of jealousy, of spiritual gloom. 

As the situation became more and more evident 
we, the Directors, cast ourselves upon God for deliv- 
erance. The time has been when we could have 
thought the solution of all this unrest lay in our own 
wisdom and sagacity. We have learned better. 
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Over the desk of one of us is the framed motto, ‘“‘Men 
ought always to pray and not to faint.” Our danger 
at this juncture was in fainting, and in failure to 
pray, but thankfully we can record that we were kept 
praying. At the Mission headquarters in Brussels a 
Friday night prayer meeting for the men and women 
workers separately was instituted, and unitedly as 
well as individually we held up before God the press- 
ing, crying needs of the Mission. As we prayed and 
searched our hearts, we became aware of a distinct 
peril, and this peril enters so largely into the exper- 
ience of all those who seek the deep blessings of God, 
willing to pay any price for the highest holiness, that 
this recital may be helpful to others facing a similar 
crisis. God had often in the past, when things were 
not right in the work, revealed to us the reason in 
ourselves, and by His grace the cause had been re- 
moved. One by one we had seen them go down into 
death, “pride of plan,” “pride of workers,” “pride of 
work.” But this time as we prayed, no such thing 
was revealed. Then Satan began to torment us with 
troublesome suggestions: “Give up this thing and 
blessing and deliverance will come.” “Very well,” 
we could say to the Lord, “this thing is legitimate and 
right, but if it is Thy will, it shall be gladly surren: 
dered.” But there was no sweet, clear assurance 
given by His unmistakable voice, that this was His 
will for us, and the nagging of Satan continued. Oh, 
how different is the quiet voice of His leading! Then 
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came other suggestions of Satan, as the blessing tar- 
ried, and as we continued instant in prayer, sugges- 
tions so trying and persistent that whole hours of 
prayer time would seem to be wasted in these 
encounters— ‘Give up this thing!” or “Do this thing, 
and you will see the blessing fall.” 

How glad we are that the grace of the Holy Spirit 
gave us to see that these were spurious leadings, and 
that if we had made these fanatical sacrifices, we 
would have opened the doors to Satan, who would 
have led us no one can know whither, into wild and 
disreputable fanaticism, no doubt. Spurious self- 
sacrifice brings spurious blessing, and I have no doubt 
that this is the gateway whereby enter many danger- 
ous emotional experiences which are not of the Holy 
Ghost but of demons. The ascetic must give up 
eating of flesh, he must be celibate, he must turn from 
joy in flower or sunset, from all the natural, simple 
pleasures which God has declared He has given to 
His dear ones “richly to enjoy,” and what is the 
reward of the spiritual ascetic? He will have trances, 
visions; exalted, abnormal, supernatural visitations, 
which most likely are demon-imparted, because he has 
opened the door to their ministry through seeking by 
fleshly means experiences forbidden to man, and very 
likely in the end he will be led by these same demon 
guides into awful ways of darkness whose end is mad- 
ness, and the darkness of eternal perdition. 

So as our God revealed to us no known impedi- 
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ment to blessing in ourselves, we waited on, and 
prayed. Fora year and a half we had been reading 
of the world-wide ministry of the Rev. Charles 
Inwood, and it was laid upon us to invite him to 
Belgium. For over a year we had been anticipating 
his coming. In May, 1923, his visit took place, and 
the answer to the importunate prayer of the previous 
months. 

It is the last night of the week’s meetings. From 
the provinces of Flanders and Wallonie the Mission 
workers are assembled in Brussels. In the afternoon 
the messages have been directed to the Flemish 
workers by interpretation, and each night to the 
French workers. Many others besides the Mission’s 
workers have been gathered into the hall of meeting, 
probably as many as 300 on the later nights. Dr. 
Inwood has given his last message. It is a call simple 
and direct to partake of the blessings of Pentecost, 
fulfilling the conditions of blessing: ““Abandonment 
of sinful or doubting things,” “Yielding oneself to 
God,” “Believing for the promised filling.” All the 
week he has been speaking to the consciences of our 
assembled workers. He had turned up to the light 
hidden things that were spoiling their peace and 
destroying their witness; now, to-night was the time 
of decision, of the gathering up of the weeks sowing 
of the Spirit. We were waiting anxiously, prayer- 
fully, but oh, how little our faith in view of what 
followed! 
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The sermon is over, the question put, and perhaps 
half of the large audience rises to say they WILL 
accept Christ NOW in His fullness, meeting the con- 
ditions, trusting Him to fulfill His faithful promise, 
but the best is yet to come. 

“We will have a few minutes of testimony,” 
announces Dr. Inwood. A wave of feeling fairly 
pulses through the audience as the opportunity comes 
to express the tide of emotion surging in their souls. 
A man springs quickly to his feet and comes straight 
forward to the pulpit. He does a strange thing first, 
this stolid Fleming from Limbourg. He lifts Dr. 
Inwood’s hand reverently to his lips and kisses it. 
Then he kisses the hand of the interpreter and asks 
him to translate into French what he is about to say. 

“God has been good to me,” he begins. “He 
has saved my soul, he has opened for me a doorway of 
service in the province of Limbourg, he has saved my 
wife for whom I have long prayed, He has given me 
a house, but oh!” and here he broke into weeping, 
“God has searched my heart this week. There is a 
carpenter’s tool in my house which is not mine; there 
is a door bell attached which should not be there; it 
sounds well when it is rung, but it rings also in my 
heart. Now I shall make these wrongs right.” And 
the dear man finished in weeping and on his way back 
to his place embraced Pastor Waelti and my husband 
out of the sheer joy of deliverance. 

By this time most of the audience were in tears. 
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The next to rise was one of our American workers. 
His testimony was simple but heartfelt, and we knew 
what courage it had taken, this his first testimony in 
French to the hundreds assembled. ‘Then they fol- 
lowed in such swift succession that some must wait 
on their feet for a free moment. Here was Mr. 
F , an earnest young worker, who had for weeks 
lost his testimony and his joy because of a home trial. 
Tonight he witnessed to a joyful and complete 
deliverance. From another part of the hall arises 
one of our best and saintliest workers, an evangelist 
of rare power, a meek and holy man. His sobs choke 
him as he tells us that he is humbled to the dust by 
this week’s conferences. “Oh, I know now,” he 
says, “that often I have spoken in hypocrisy, but 
now I have a new vision.” As he sits down, our 
friend, M , from Flanders, rises. He is one over 
whom we have been most exercised. Latterly his joy 
and usefulness seem to have been completely over- 
clouded, and this has spread to all the other Flanders’ 
workers. But to-night his is the cry of the victor. 
He is not ashamed to confess publicly to his pride and 
hardness of heart, and he tells how he has been 
brought to a complete consecration. The interpreter 
from the platform now speaks. “It is time that I 
made my confession,’ he begins. Oh! how our 
hearts have bled for weeks for this dear man of rare 
gifts and power as he walked in darkness and rebel- 
lion against God. But to-night he acknowledges it 
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all. ‘‘My Christian work had become a burden,” he 
says to us, “but through all, the one thing that 
steadied me was the certainty of my call.” And to 
night he testifies to complete and perfect deliverance. 

One of the more turbulent of the Bible students 
is on his feet, a man who has occasioned us some 
difficulty in the past. He confesses to his turbulence 
and with deep emotion declares his complete aban- 
donment to God. From the centre of the hall rises a 
noble worker from A He has latterly become 
so discouraged that he has been almost ill. His face 
beams to-night as he tells of the deliverance wrought 
for Him by the Spirit of God. 

So one after another, with the tide of blessing 
rising higher and higher, until Dr. Inwood is com- 
pelled to close the meeting, which could go on, it 
seems, indeterminately. 

But developments were taking place outside of 
the meeting place. Every outstanding prayer was 
answered that week. 

One worker sent to the railroad company several 
hundred francs wrongfully taken before conversion, 
and the Lord the next day sent the family a legacy of 
several thousand francs! Wrongs were made right 
between individual workers, forgiveness was asked of 
the directors for pain inflicted, and the day following 
the closing meeting—the crown of all—was the 
gathering of the Flemish workers when, instead of 
airing their grievances, everyone forgave everyone 
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else. Plans were made for united weekly and 
monthly prayer meetings in the different centres, and 
in the end they all embraced and sang the Flemish 
equivalent for “Praise God from whom all blessings 
flow.” 

And so we say with joyful certainty and convic- 
tion, “Men ought always to pray and not to faint.” 


CHAPTER XIII. 
Anp Last oF ALL. 


OW is one to terminate a record such as this, 
when “His mercies are new every morning,” 
and “great is His faithfulness’? Through- 

out the years of 1924-26 the Belgian Gospel Mission 
has passed through its period of greatest fruitfulness 
and expansion. New centres have been opened up; 
new workers sent forth in answer to importunate 
prayer; weak bodies of workers have been strength- 
ened; wisdom for intricate and delicate problems 
has been given; unity and the spirit of good-fellow- 
ship has been maintained, and errors avoided. In 
all these things is indicated definite answer to prayer. 

But, as this record is one of a purely personal 
character, there are yet a few instances of answered 
prayer that must be set down before “Finis” is 
written to its pages. 

It was on a deputation tour which I was com- 
pelled to make alone in America, through the winter 
months of 1925-26, my husband being detained in 
Brussels, superintending the new headquarters 
building being erected there. Distances were great, 
time pressing, travel costly. There were two men 
in America whom I felt I must see, but one was in 
Georgia, the other in Winnipeg, Canada, a distance 
of perhaps more than a thousand miles apart—a trip 
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that would occupy at least two whole days and 
nights, and be very costly. If I had made this long 
trip in addition to the trip to the Pacific Coast, I 
must have remained in America at least another two 
weeks. 

But what did the Lord do, when the need was 
spread before Him, and the solution asked? While 
in Chicago I saw in the daily papers that the vice- 
president of the company of which the one man was 
the head, had just died and was to be buried that 
same day. Upon inquiry, I found that the man I 
wanted to see had come north for the funeral and I 
was able thus to have a long interview with him 
without the necessity of going to his southern home. 
In the case of the man from Winnipeg, I had only 
reached the Pacific Coast when I learned that he was 
spending some time with his family in the city of 
Pasadena, very near where I was, and I was thus 
enabled to see him also, and he placed a generous 
check in my hand, before leaving, for the work in 
Belgium. 

Still one more incident as illustrating His precious 
faithfulness. One morning, before leaving Phila- 
delphia for the West, I felt strongly impressed to call 
at a certain home some miles distant from where I 
was being entertained, and at a distance from the car 
line. It was a rainy morning and I knew I could 
only reach there by motor car. My hostess had 
offered to send me to the station in her car, but I did 
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not feel at liberty to ask her for it for this long jour- 
ney. However, I spread my request before the Lord, 
asking Him if it were His will that I should have the 
car, to make my hostess offer it herself, although she 
did not know of my desire. And sure enough that 
was what happened, for she herself asked me if I 
would not like the car to take me all the way on my 
morning’s journey into Philadelphia (for I was stay- 
ing in a distant suburb) and it was a simple thing to 
pass by the house where these friends lived. When I 
reached there I found out why I had been sent. They 
had just lost a dear sister, and when they learned of 
our need of preaching halls, were very happy to offer 
to build one in Belgium to the memory of this dear 
loved one. 

Another tribute of praise would I offer to the 
Lord, who kept me in all my journeyings from acci- 
dent and harm and from any illness. I was even 
kept from colds, although constantly exposed to influ- 
enza. I was enabled to keep every appointment 
made, never missing one through bad connections or 
through indisposition, and always when I became 
excessively weary there was, in one way or another, 
rest and refreshing provided. In all I visited, I 
suppose, fifty different cities, travelling from the 
Atlantic to the Pacific coasts and speaking many 
times in different centres. 

And then there is one little incident connected 
with this time, so very intimate, that I would hesitate 
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mentioning it save only that it is so very precious 
that I cannot keep it to myself. What beauties 
cluster about this “‘abiding life” in which one is lost 
in the will of God and in which all is repugnant 
which is not His will—this life in which one can 
verily ask what he will and be sure of the answer 
because he is so filled with the Spirit that he will ask 
only in the Spirit, according to the will of God. And 
nothing is more beautiful, thus abiding, than to be 
reminded of the constant vigilance of our watchful 
God, His eye ever upon us, ready to answer before 
we call, ordering our steps for us, delighting in our 
way, anticipating our every need. And sometimes, 
when thus reminded of His watchful care, one feels 
that the heavens have verily been opened above upon 
us and we have seen through the lifted veil the 
shining of His face! 

What a commonplace happening it was, anyway 
—thus to be the occasion for a shining ministration 
from heaven. I ran short of money! Something 
which I never do, although sometimes the margin is 
slender. My little income is sufficient for all per- 
sonal needs and I do not accept personal gifts as a 
rule. But this time I was frankly out of personal 
funds, so very simply I said to the Lord: “Thou 
knowest I do not desire to take personal gifts, and I 
haven’t asked Thee for anything of the sort for a 
very long time, but now I should GREATLY appre- 
ciate it if, within the week, Thou wouldst send me 
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for myself, five or ten dollars.” As far as I know, 
within the last two or three years, not more than 
five or six dollars has come thus marked. But within 
a week’s time after this prayer was offered, fifty 
dollars was given me for personal use from friends 
who had known nothing of my need. I tried hard 
to divert part of one of these gifts to another use, 
but the friend was adamant. “It must be for your- 
self,” he insisted, and I knew it was from God! And 
I had only asked for five or ten dollars! How it 
makes us love Him and to fear lest anything hinder 
such blessed access to Him or impair that prayer- 
power. 

One day, during this trip to America, I called 
at a home where I had paid a little visit a year or 
so before; its occupants were three elderly women, 
sisters. This time, only one sister was there to greet 
me; the other two had gone to be with the Lord. 
“But Mary left you ten thousand dollars in her will,” 
this sister said to me. As I expressed my deep grati- 
tude, my mind flew swiftly back to the day, many 
years before, when my husband had said to me, 
“Edith, to-day, as I was praying, the Lord said to 
me, ‘If you would trust me, my child, I would give 
you a great gift, a large gift, something far greater 
than anything you have yet received. And I said 
to Him in reply, “What shall I claim from Thee 
Lord?’ And His answer came, ‘A ten thousand dol- 
lar gift is what I would give the work, if you will 
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believe.’ ’’ So throughout the years, my husband had 
held fast that “faithful word of promise” and awaited 
the large gift. As time went on and the gift tarried, 
sometimes the tempter suggested that the promise 
had been an unreal experience, but on one such oc- 
casion, his faith was much strengthened by an inci- 
dent related by our friend, Dr. Howard Agnew 
Johnston, in which he told of waiting for a sum of 
money promised him by the Lord, and by the Scrip- 
ture which was given to him for his encouragement 
in that prolonged period of waiting. “Though it 
tarry, wait for it, for it will come and will not tarry” 
(Habakkuk 2:3). To himself my husband said, 
“This assurance from Scripture shall be mine also.” 
Now came this gift of ten thousand dollars as the 
long-awaited and divinely-appointed answer to this 
petition of many years before, and my joy was great 
as I wrote to my husband of its coming. When he 
received my letter, he said to himself, “If this amount 
comes to us intact, without the deduction of death 
duties or other charges, then I will know it is the 
answer for which I have waited these ten years;” 
and when the gift was paid in to our treasury, it 
came as a cheque for the entire amount, ten thousand 
dollars, sent by the executrix of the estate, and he 
knew that the promise had been fulfilled! 

The last story occurred in March of 1926. I 
was returning to Belgium with three new mission- 
aries—a young Swiss girl and a Belgian converted in 
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America, together with his young American wife. 
The winter of 1925-26 had been remarkable for the 
continuous storms which raged on the Atlantic. I 
could think of nothing but the possibility of its being 
among the warning phenomena of the endtime— 
“the sea and the waves roaring, and men’s hearts 
failing them for fear.” Our little boat, the S.S. 
“Zeeland,” rolled and tossed and reduced us all to 
| bodily misery. But we soon became alarmed con- 
cerning Madame V For five days she could 
take no nourishment and had practically no rest. We 
took turns caring for her at night, but the heaviest 
part fell on the young husband. Together and sep- 
arately we prayed for her recovery, but not until the 
afternoon of the fifth day did I feel clear about 
prayer that the sea itself might abate. Then the 
conviction came that that prayer should be offered. 
Together, Jeanne S—— and I prayed, and later I 
accepted the quieting of the sea as from the Lord, 
although the waves were yet as riotous as ever. 

Night fell, but no change in the sea, and as I 
retired, again praying, but with the calm certainty of 
having been heard and answered, the voice of the 
Lord spoke to me from Matthew 14 : 24, 25. Surely 
it was true of us, for we were “now in the midst of 
the sea, tossed with waves: for the wind was con- 
trary.” And how I thanked Him for His gracious 
assurance that He would come “‘in the fourth watch 
of the night” to deliver us. 
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About that time in the night I awakened with a 
sense of relief and change, for the sea was quiet 
almost as though the engine had stopped. It was 
not a momentary lull, but from that moment the sea 
was almost as placid as a millpond for the entire rest 
of the journey, and three days after we were able to 
land at Antwerp with Mme. V. shaken by her 
experiences, yet largely restored by reason of the 
three calm days before arriving. 

How faulty and inadequate is this portrayal of 
divine interpositions, but such as it is, it is offered to 
His praise, for “I will mention the loving-kindnesses 
of the Lord, and the praises of the Lord, according to 
all that the Lord hath bestowed on us” (Isaiah 63:7). 
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